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NIGHT AND THE SOUL. 



Scene I. — A Wood, Night. 
Albxib wnd Febdinaio). 



Alexis, How deep the silence of these hoary woods, 
Unbroken by the flutter of a wing, 
Xlnglooni'd by not a throb of life ; but left 
In primal peace, and purity, and bliss, — 
The sad, wild bliss of silence, and the hush 
Of prostrate awe, of deep expectancy. 
Night has thrown wide her palace to her lord ; 
One might expect to see a great swart king, 
' Begirt in unwrought gold and blazing gems. 
Stride to his ebon throne among the stars. 
And use the clouds for cushions, while the earth 
Trembled up towards him like a sinning child ! 
How solemnly this graceful brotherhood 
Of giant trees stand in thick serried lines ! 
Like a vast army after victory. 
Waiting the final orders of their king. 
Lo ! their huge arms hang listless at their sides, 
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As if the mighty host were slumbering, 

Save when the wind glides through them, like a dream, 

Letting in slips of moonlight, and a glimpse 

Of the blue heavens and their starry orbs. 

Ah ! there is something holy in this hush — 

This lake-like, still, submergency of soimd. 

On whose unbroken quietudes our voices 

Are as a desecration ; and our steps 

Fall on the throbbing silence, as a wail 

Amidst the harmonious choruses of heaven — 

As a tooth-grinding jar among the harps 

Of angels and of hierarchies. [^l pau9e. 

Away! 
What do we here ? Our very heart's pulsations. 
Though they be low and muffled, like death-tolls, 
Are out of tune with this most musical silence. 
For they have something human in them — speak 
Of petty purposes, and all the broils 
That rack the bosom of mortality : 
But Night is God and Nature's. 'Tis the house. 
Black-pillared and sky-roofed, where They two hold 
Their grand, unutterable intercourse ! 
It is the hour when Earth, our mother, claims 
Companionship and sisterhood with stars ; 
When, throwing off the trammelage of day. 
She leaps into the Infinite, and.sings 
With all the galaxies, the ancient songs 
Of all the ages and of all the suns ; 
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The hour when the Eternal One steps down 

Erom His bright throne, and whispers in the ear 

Of universal Nature the great truths 

That have to shine upon the golden front 

Of the To-morrow, to win back man's soul 

Unto its purest self, and to its God. 

Oh ! Night is holy like her sister Death : 

Both bring, with silent step, and shadowy, cold 

Star-jewelled hands, the black funereal ladder 

Up whose cloud-barred steps man has to climb 

To reach the rainbow fruitage of immortals ; 

And in the centre of the dim, dark eyes 

Of both these sable sisters is the gleam 

Caught from the sunny side and upward slopes 

Of the bright hills of immortality ! 

Is Night not conscious, thinkest thou, of us, 

And all that slumber on her broad, black breast ? 

And may she not have personality 

And power to recall a dim remembrance 

Of the great deeds wrought in her ere the earth 

Was fashioned into beauty, or the moon 

Gkve her first invitation to the soul 

To go and banquet with the sons of light. 

Or the first years, warm with all sunny hues, 

Ban sparkling from the upturned chalices 

Of Time ? Are not the suns her bright-eyed children ; 

And the glad stars her progeny : and all 

The dancing glories which the day brings forth 

b2 
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In Bweet and luminous association, 
Shaking their golden locks in playful glee 
And semi-mockery of all her glooms, 
The very babes she bore and weaned, ages 
On ages since P And is she not the parent 
Of all the melodies that speed from out 
Her deep embosomed silences, as springs 
Leap from dumb chasms into utterance ? 
Archangels* rhapsodies, and songs of Heaven, 
And all the million notes that fill the earth 
And melodise the skies — she nursed them all ; 
And all the deep-rolled anthems of the sea. 
And all the fitful carollings of the winds. 
And all the flutterings of wings of birds 
And glancing insects — every tone that twines 
Its silver tendrils round the trunk and stem 
Of the great Living Tree that swings and sways 
Its infinite branches in the eternal airs. 
And forms that ever-rushing tide of song 
And praise to which God listens day and night. 
Sprang forth from her. 

And she is meek and bends 
"With all her velvet robes upon her breast. 
Bends in deep adoration before God. 
Dost see yon mass of floating vapour ? — there — 

IPointt vpwards. 
Like a vast cloudy hand up-raised on high 
In lowly implorations of pure peace. 
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, While every shadowy finger is alive, 
And gleams, lustrous and tremulous, with stars. 

JEkrdvnand, Yes, Night is holy ; but to me she seems 
More beautiful than holy. 

Alexis, Yes, for thou 

"Wert still enamoured of the liquid grace 
And loveliness that ever float and flow 
Upon the surfaces of things. 

Ferdinand, And thou 

Of the vast depths in which they are embosomed — 
The indestructible and infinite ; 
The mighty march of the immeasurable ; 
The policies of Heaven ; and the life, 
And soul, and centre of all being ; and 
The yet stubborn Why ? and Wherefore ? that are still 
Enscrolled in sunny-pictured hieroglyphs 
Upon the brow of Heaven, and which are stamped 
Upon the earth, and on the soul of man ; 
The everlasting interrogatories 
Which all things frame unto the intellect ; 
And the unfathomed, and unfathomable, 
And ever-during mysteries of God, — 
Dark to our inner blindness evermore. 
Save the swift-speeding interval in which 
A phosphorescent glory lights them up. 
Like the bright gleam which starts up out of midnight, 
When a great cloud opens its heavy lids 
To let through lightning glances. These are thine ; 
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Thou dwellest with them as with bosom fnends, 

For they have wooed and won thee, heart and soul ! 

But as for me, I play not with the thunders. 

And the grim lightnings are no friends of mine ; 

And the profound unmeasured amplitudes. 

In which all times and changes hang like stars 

On the great bosom of infinity ; 

And the deep questionings which rack thy heart, 

Move me but little, though I know they are, 

I never shook a paw with the dread Sphynx, 

And all her riddles are to me as dreams. 

I love the lowly and the beautiful ; — 

The peach, just rounding into ripeness, with 

Its first young blush just spreading o'er its cheek ; 

The rain-drops hanging on the sturdy arms 

Of wintry thorns, and bearing in their breasts, 

A soulless purity, like little Undines ; 

The breath of flowers, and hiun of honey-bees ; 

The wavy odour of beanfields, and songs 

Of merry harvest-home ; the music which 

A tiny brooklet makes unto the trees 

That stand in condescending stateliness 

Along its mossy banks, like grim old greybeards. 

Listening with all becoming gravity 

To the sweet talk and fragmentary thought 

Of prattling infancy ; the amber blush 

And hues of glory, which the evening spreads 

Ere she has closed the flowery voliune up. 
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The record of the day ; and the dark zone 

Of night, with all its Cabalistic pomp, 

Star-constellated, and bedropt in gloom : — 

All fonns of grace and groups of loveliness 

Win my soul's worship, and I ask not — ^why ? [.i paute. 

Now our friend Anthony would scorn us both ; 

Thee for thy musings, and myself for mine. 

All things are made for use, he says : the sun 

Shineth by day to light him to his mill ; 

And the sweet moon and clustered stars arise 

To prevent accidents at night ; the winds 

Blow from all quarters but to waft his goods ; 

And the great sea rolls endlessly, and pants 

For nothing but earth's ships and argosies ; 

And human souls are bom into the world 

With all the trappings of eternity 

Still hanging loosely round them, for his use. 

Alexis, Heaven save me from 

Such moralists as these, who would convert 
Yon infinite expanse into a chart 
Of " ways and means," and turn the universe 
Into a great " Poor Eichard's Almanack ! " 

Ferdmand, The greed of gold would turn out God from 
Nature, 
And blot all beauty from the skies, and make 
Of this fair world a very Niflheim, filled 
Like the dread Scandinavian House of Doom, 
With poisonous effluences, and the bones 
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Of wise and wizard serpents. It hath changed 

Mankind into a host of greedy ghouls 

With bloodshot eyes, and foul and clutching hands. 

Alexis, Tes, man as ever follows his own folly, 
Heedless of all his mighty destinies ; 
And though a golden crown and robes like snow 
Hang in Heaven's arch, suspended by a thread, 
He will not, by a single act of his. 
Dissever the thin cord, and suffer them 
To fold him in the vesture of a king ; 
Nor will he notice that the great white hand 
Is busy, tracing out new characters 
Upon the vast walls of the universe. 
Until some second deep-eyed Daniel come 
To lip the lightning words in thunder-tones ! 

Ferdinand. The host of men go streaming on through 
time, 
Like rivers over mud ; and then go out 
Into eternity, and stain its shores 
With all the foulness they have gathered up. 
Like dusty pilgrims on the broad highway. 
They heed not all the flower-paths close at hand. 
But still plod on till night ; and then go in, 
With all the grime of travel on their garb. 
To meet the monarch of the Universe ! 

Alexis. Glide on, leaving a serpent-trail behind them — 
A legacy of slime amid the sand. 
The earth is fattened with their flesh and bones ; 
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> The churchyard clasps them in its cold embrace, 

! And hands them over to corruption, who 

i Dissolves them into elemental Hmbs, 

• And in the sleep of ages yawns them forth, 
To toss about in ghastly merriment, — 
Mere dust, — ^their history and their cenotaph ; 
For from the first they trod the crooked paths 
Of worldly policy, with eyes down-bent, 
And greedy souls crying unto the dust, Give ! Give 1 
Although behind them stretched infinitudes. 
Star-dropped and sprinkled, and before them lay 
Eternal domes of bliss, ablaze with light, 
In whose vast jasper halls suns hung as tapers. 
While eager angels beckoned them that way ; 
And ever and anon Night pitched her tent, 
And, holding up her ebon balance, cried 
Lo ! in the one scale I have placed these worlds. 
And in the other is your priceless soul. 
Behold how it outweighs them all 1 Yet still 
They plodded onward with their dust-filled eyes. 
Ever repeating their shrill whine for " More ! " 
Until they stepped into the infinite. 
And went down headlong into — who knows what ? 
Ferdinand, The dread abyss ? 

Aleais, Words are earth's forgeries. 

And pass not current either in Hell or Heaven. 
It is as if, on mighty themes like this. 
Language with puny, frantic arms, strove hard 
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To fold a mountain in its weak embrace. 
We seek to paint the darkness, and our brush 
Smears nothing but itself. 

Ferdinand, Is it not sad that Nature ever spreads 
In lavish prodigality her sweets 
To tempt man's sickly appetite — ^in vain ; 
And scatters from her rushing wings swift flakes 
Of light, presages of the bliss of Heaven 
On eyes that see not, and on souls as blind ; 
And, like a yoimg bird poised in upper air, 
And hovering evermore on rainbow pliunes, 
Between the Eternal and the Infinite, 
Sings ever low, and tremulous songs of both 
Unto deaf ears. Is it not sad, I say P 

Alexis. We stand within the darkness of the porch 
Of being — the Great Temple is beyond ; 
And Q-od hath hung up on the vaulted roof 
These splendours, but to light us to our rest. 
And to prepare us for the blaze to come ! 
Nature is still, as ever, the thin veil 
Which half conceals, and half reveajs the face 
And lineaments supernal of our king, — 
The modifying medium through which 
His glories are exhibited to man, — 
The grand repository where he hides 
His mighty thoughts, to be dug out like diamonds ; — 
Still is the day irradiate with His glory. 
Flowing in steady, sun-streaked, ocean-gush 
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From His transcendent nature, — still at night 
O'er our horizon trail the sable robes 
Of the Eternal One, with all their rich 
Embroidery and blazonment of stars. 

Ibrdinand, Alas ! that mankind see Him not, — the Great 
And Everlasting Pramer of all worlds ; 
Who paints himself upon the leaves of flowers. 
And flings his portrait on the breasted clouds, 
And sheds his syllogisms in the shape 
Of suns and moons and planetary systems. 
How is it that our fellows see not beauty. 
That great thoughts never visit them ? 

Alexis, 'Tis well 

They do not ; for the mighty ones would shake 
Their rotten temples, clay-built, to the ground ; 
Would blow them into smoke, with the old Gods 
Of Asgard, and Olympus, and of Ind : 
Their modem Mammon would be overthrown. 
And all their dear conventionalities. 
And plundered gains and selflsh policies, 
Elung to their grim old father — there below ; 
And all the frantic immolations, which. 
In honour of their idols of the heart. 
And of the market and the drawing-room, 
The petty insipidities and waste 
Of heaven-bom energies, and all the trash 
And tinselled fripperies of the world, must go. 
The giants will have room ! Oh ! how I love them ; 
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"Whether they come in quiet majesty, 

Like silent-footed pilgrims from the shrines 

Far off, of old eternities, and bear 

Tapers within their hands, to light the altars 

Of the great inner temple, and reveal 

Unto itself its wealth of pictured splendour ; 

Or come upon me full of power, and fling 

My cherished prejudices round and round 

In chaff-like whirling eddies, with their stride ; 

Or shake the firm foundations of my creeds. 

Like busy lightnings peeling off stone-flakes 

Adown rock-precipices, laying bare 

The flinty ribs of chasms and deep gulphs ; 

Or whether they advance spontaneously, 

Prank'd in deep shadows, like the dark-brow'd Night, 

When I have lulled my soul into a hush 

For their reception, and they glimmer in. 

One following the other, like the stars 

Taking their place upon the deep blue blank 

Until one greater than the rest slides in 

"With all his wheeling glories round his head. 

Like a great sun with his attendant planets. 

Ferdinand, Great thoughts oppress me like an incubus. 
They sit upon my soul like thunderbolts. 
I am uneasy with them as my guests, 
"While all the tiny beauties that entwine 
Their wreath-like graces round the universe, 
And gleam like lights upon stalactites 
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Depending from the vaulted roofs of dark 
Earth-grottoes, and go flashing up and down 
Amid the summer sunshine of the world, 
Like the bright wings of spangled butterflies — 
All melt into my soul like lunar rainbows ! 

Means, I love to grasp a great thought by the heel 
And plunge it underneath another Styx, 
And see it come forth bright, invincible — 
Strong, and yet beautiful — Achilles-like. 

Ferdmand, But all great thoughts and mysteries make 
me sad. 

Jlexis, Well, and why not ? The soul that hath not 
sorrowed 
Knows neither its own weakness nor its strength ; 
Sorrow reveals heaven to us ; for our souls 
Hang in the infinite like sun-dyed globes 
On which the time-rays of the present play ; 
But ever and anon a shadow comes 
Over and on them, cast forth from their thrones 
In the great world-to-come, when a bright seraph 
Glides like a glow behind them. And our woes 
Are like the moon reversed, the broad bright disk 
Turned heavenwards — ^the dark side towards us. 
Till God in His great mercy turns them round, 
And rolls them with a wise and gentle hand. 
Into the dim horizon of the past. 
To bless us with their smile of tearful lustre. 

Ferdmcmd, There is a step winding along the vale. 
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Shall we avoid it ? 

Alexis, No ! let us remam. 

Antonio (coming wp). Good even, friends. How are you 
both? 'Tislong 
Since I have seen you. Dreaming still I see. 
Been having a chit-chat with the stars, maybe 
A little quiet gossip with them, — hey ? 
Well, well ! there 's no accounting now for tastes. 
Anything new up yonder ? Any news ? 

Aleans. No, nothing much! 'Tis said the moon hath dropped 
Another egg or two, for they were seen 
"With the new telescope, not long ago, 
Flying adown the western slopes. 

Antonio, In-deed ! 

That *s all then, is it ? No new signs appear, 
No portents, shadows of events to come, 
Nothing like war or famine anywhere 
Brewing, perhaps ? 

Alexis, No ! Not that we know of ! 

There 's Ursa Major there. Dost hear him growl ? 
But people say his rotten fangs are gone, 
And that he can do nought but hug himself! 

Antonio, Ah ; well, I thought it was no harm to ask. 
People like you, out always in the night, 
I fancied might have learned a thing or two ; 
But it *s no matter* 

Alexis. Nay, those times have passed 

When the stars peached about events to come ! 
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Albertus Magnus miglit have helped you now, 
Or Campanella, Eludd, or Jacob Behmen. 

Antonio, Aye ! and where are they ? 

Means, Eesting in their graves. 

Antonio, "Why then do you refer me to dead men ? 

Alexis, Because the dead teach better than the living. 

Antonio, And that is all you know, — there 's nothing else 
That would be worth a man like me to hear ? 

Alexis, "Why yes ! 'Tis said, the other night, Aquarius 
Scattered his water-bowl, and all his stars 
Wept long and sadly, that men were such fools 
As to outshame the worm in their pursuits, 
And starve their souls to make their purses fat \ 

Antonio, Ha ! Ha ! I see. A little pleasant — hey ? 
Well, well — good night. 

Both, Good night. 

Ferdinand, And he is gone. 

With all his dreary soul unlightened by 
A single ray to say it is divine. 

Alexis. Oh no, not so. Antonio is a man 
Of weight and influence in the busy world ; 
A most respectable and weighty man, 
With lands and houses, and a heart of steel 
For all who tenant them ; a prudent man. 
Who keeps a keen shrewd eye on the " main chance," 
And never lets an opportunity 
Sb'p eel-like by, unused or unimproved. 
He would sack heaven and earth, and make his soul 
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Into a greasy money-bag, just that 

He might say to the world — all this is mine, 

And hear his pockets jingle when he walks ! 

Ferdinand, Most noble truly ! Ah, one feels with such 
As if the world had lost its bright attractions ; 
As if the sun were blotted out, and all 
The stars were folded in their funeral robes, 
And carried once for all to their lone graves 
In uttermost Cimmerian realms of night ; 
And all the glances of the eyes we love 
Were turned into the heartless stare of death ; 
And all the words of fondness, bubbling up 
Presh from the founts of feeling, were struck dumb ; 
And Nature had grown beautiless, and left 
A charred and shrivelled image of herself 
On the drear blanks of space, where grim mines yawned. 
In which we were to toil and sweat for gold 
In ever-during darkness — lidded night ! 
With such as these the world seems but a waste. 
On whose aridities our very hopes 
Sink spent, flapping their white wings till they perish ! 

Alexis, Ah, well ! Such souls as these soon close on all 
The indentations made by holy things, 
Eetaining nothing but the print of hoofs. 
Telling how oft the owner goes that way. 
And set upon them as a speaking witness 
Of his dark sway and ownership. 

Before 
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This subject slipped like night into our talk, 

I said, all grief is but a jagged sbred 

Of the dark robe that is agleam with gems ; 

That a dead sorrow is a living joy, 

And, like a pale corpse, yields a deathless soul 

To wing its way up to the seats of bliss. 

Ferdinand, Ah yes ! pains past are pain no longer ; true ! 
But what of those that loom up in the future ? 

Alexis, Future and past are one ; but diverse aspects 
Of the same central ever-during sphere. 
The Present falsely seems to simder them 
"With its poor dwindling Now, — but it is nought, — 
A sunbeam flickering dimly between two 
Eternities as dim, — the merest flash 
Of the bright sword with which God smites the blue 
And bending infinite into life and light, 
Disseminating gleams both ways. And all 
The lambent glories which the future paints 
Upon the soul's horizon, are but rays 
Drawn from its lost experiences within 
The dim primordial Past ; — and night reveals them, 
As yon great arch above us — God's black banner — 
Lets the soft star-beams tremble through. 

In the dim and dreamy night, 

When no object of the sense 
Blinds the spirit's inward light, 

Or mars the holy influence, — 
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The barbed arrows of the soul, 

Wing'd with fiery exstacy, 
Singing through the deeps of time, 

Pierce into eternity : — 
Opening up dark recollections 

Of the distant starry spheres ; 
Images, and dim reflections, 

Older than the ancient years. 
Like the echo of some story 

Through the mists of memory driven. 
Come these glimpses of our glory 

On the sunny banks of heaven ; — 
Spangles of our ancient vestments 

By the hands of mercy torn. 
To remind us of the grandeur 

"Which our spirits once have worn ; 
Kindlings of seraphic fire, 

Beamings from the thrones on high, 
Echoes of old melodies 

Taught to us beyond the sky. 
Dark and mystic are these visions 

Of our former blest estate, 
Strange and deep, and dim and shadowy 

As the dusky wings of fate. 
Yet, amidst the awe and darkness. 

Is a light whose paly sheen 
Tells us, hope-like, that we shall be 

Once again what we have been. 
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Tells us that the radiations 

Which our tranced souls behold 
Are the gleaming scintillations 

Erom the gemmed crowns of gold 
Which we once wore when in glorj, 

Ere we knew the name of pain ; 
And — so sings the heavenlj story — 

Which we shall wear once again ; 
* Are the bursting buds of blessings 

Sent to cheer us in the night, — 
Wreathed flowers, and fruits, and blossoms 

Scatter'd from the fields of light : 
That the thrills of joy that reach us 

Tokens are of old relations, 
Are the pledges of affection 

Sent us from seraphic nations ; — 
That our gem-soul is the setting 

Of a brighter, happier sphere ; 
That our home is in the heavens. 

Our probation only — ^here. 

But lo ! yon dull grey cloud, now spreading o'er 
The eastern heavens, and coming like a pale- 
Brow'd Prophet to announce the numbering 
Of the night's hours ; or like a herald, spent 
And all begrimed by dirty roads and haste. 
Rushing upon the grave proprieties 
Of a great court, all deck'd in robes and jewels. 

c 2 
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Dost thou not see it there — 

Plucking already from the brow of Night 

The stars that gem her coronal P See how 

Transparent and attenuate it seems, 

Like the thin hand of Death, waving a soul 

To glory. We must part. 

Ferdinand. Farewell, Alexis. 

Alexis. Earewell. But we will meet again, when Night 
I Throws her black pall athwart the corpse-like heavens, 
And typifies the shadows and the glooms 
That fold about the heart and soul of those 
Who, in these times of ours, with daring wing 
Dive down into the deeps of human life. 
And come back reeking with dark doubts and dreads, 
Or, with their plumage scorch'd and shrivell'd, dare 
To utter profanations, and blaspheme. 
But we will see, if from the darksome vault 
Of human speculation, God will let 
A bright but lowly faith glide to our souls 
Like a young moon, to beautify the scene 
With rays like reflexes of heaven, and show 
The holiness of beauty, and of life. 
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Scene IT. — An Alcove in a Garden, Night. 

Flora wnd Caroline. 

Caroline, Flora, my dear, why do you look so sad ? 
•Is not the night most lovely, with her locks 
iDark as the raven's wing— and all around 
A very picture of repose and peace — 
Bathed in the luxuries of tranquil bliss, 
Steep'd to the very lips in extacy 
Too passionate for words, like the sweet moments 
When the eye only speaks th' unsyllabled words 
Of the o'erbrimming heart, and the soul spills 
The overflowing fulness of its joy 
In the sweet eloquence of silence. Hark ! 
The only voices that disturb the night, 
Or rather mingle with its solemn hush. 
Are two, save ours : — That of the restless wind 
GlidiQg about among the trees, as if 
The Angel of the Earth were passing o'er 
The velvet carpet of her palace-home, 
From chamber unto chamber, just to see. 
With an the yearning of a mother's heart, 
That an her lovisd ones were asleep and well. 
And look her last on them for this one night, 
And take their happy dreams with her to Heaven ; 
And that the motion that we hear was but 
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The rustle of her garments ; and the other 
Js the soft silver-sounding splash of yonder 
Moss-coveted fountain. How I love the sound 
Of falling water ! It hath something in it 
Which speaks of the long past, — of infancy, 
And the bright pearl-like days of childhood ; and 
I fancy that I hear it murmuring 
Stories of red ripe berries ; and with glee. 
And with an innocent cunning, telling of 
Those secret nooks where thickest hang the nuts 
IVom their o'erladen branches : — Oh ! it speaks, 
In tones one cannot help but understand. 
Of those far-distant times when all things were 
Treasures and joys — not to be bought with worlds ; 
When a new pleasure was a pleasure, just 
Because that it was new ; and all things seem'd 
As pretty-playthings to the new-bom soul 
Constructed for its use and sole amusement. 
But why art thou so sad P 

Mora, Nay, Caroline, 

Not sad ! No, not qiiite that, — ^and yet, — ah well ! 
The Night is lovely, and I love her with 
A passionate devotion, for she stirs 
Peelings too deep for utterance within me. 
She thrills me with an influence and a power, 
A saddened kind of joy I cannot name. 
So that I meet her brightest smile with tears. 
She seemeth like a prophetess, too wise. 
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Knowing, ah ! all too much for happiness ; 

As though she had tried all things, and had found 

All vain and wanting, and was thenceforth steep*d 

Up to the very dark, tear-lidded eyes 

In a mysterious gloom, a holy calm ! 

Doth she not look now just as if she knew 

All that hath been, and all that is tacome P 

"With one of her all-prescient glances tum'd 

Towards those kindred depths which slept for aye, — 

The sable robe which Q-od threw round Himself, 

And where, pavilioned in glooms. He dwelt 

In brooding night for ages, perfecting 

The glorious dream of past eternities. 

The fabric of creation, — ^running adown 

The long Time-avenues, and gazing out 

Into those blanks which slept before Time was ; 

And with another searching glance, tum'd up 

Towards unknown futurities — the book 

Of unborn wonders, — till she hath perused 

The chapter of its doom ; and with an eye 

Made vague by the dim vastnesa of its vision, 

"Watching unmoved the fall of burning worlds, 

.Eolling along the steep sides of the Infinite, 

All ripe, like apples dropping from their stems ; 

Till the wide fields of space, like orchards stripped. 

Have yielded up their treasures to the garner, 

And the last star hath fallen from the crown 

Of the high heavens into utter night, 
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Like a bright moment swallowed up and lost 

In hours of after-anguish ; and all things 

Are as they were in the beginning, ere 

The might J pageant trail' d its golden skirts 

Along the glittering pathway of its God — 

Save that the spacious halls of heaven are fill'd 

"With countless multitudes of finite souls, 

"With germ-like infinite capacities, 

As if to prove all had not been a dream. 

'Tis this that Night seems always thinking of; 

Linking the void past to the future void. 

And typifying present times in stars. 

To show that all is not quite issueless. 

But that the blanks have yielded starlike ones 

To cluster round the sapphire throne of God 

Li bliss for ever, and for evermore ! 

Oh yes ! I love the Night, who ever standeth 

"With her gemm'd fiiiger on her rich ripe lip, 

As if in attitude of deep attention, 

Catching the mighty echoes of the words 

"Which God had utter'd ere the earth was form'd. 

Or ere yon Infinite blushed like a bride 

With all her jewels ; and I love the flowers, 

And their soft slumber as they lie around 

In the sweet starlight, bathed in love-like dew. 

And looking like young sisters, orphans too. 

Left to our watchful care and guardianship. 

To keep them from the rough-voiced, burly winds. 
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/And see that nought invades their soul-like sleep. 
Thou canst not tell me what I do not love 
In all this dark-robed family of peace ; 
The temporary hush of the low winds, 
And their uprising wail ; — the shadows there 
Cast from the long dark shrubberies, that move 
And rest again on the green sward, and nod 
Their hearselike plumage to the passing winds ; — 
The deep, unclouded light, half glow, half gloom. 
Dark, and yet lustrous, gleaming with a fire 
Whose sources seem unfathomable ; — ^love 
Even the very grass beneath our feet, 
Whose graceful blades I almost fear to tread on. 
Because when I have passed, they raise themselves 
Again, half in reproach, so quietly 
Turning themselves once more unto the heaven 
That cherishes and feeds them, I could weep 
That I had crush' d them underneath my foot ; — 
Even yon tree, standing so lonely there. 
As if it dreamt of all the music which 
Its branches used to hold when in their prime, 
Ere it became a dead and blasted thing 
Upon the bosom of the living world. 
Which she still weareth, as a maiden wears 
The wither'd flowers of the sweet Long- Ago, 
Ere love itself and lover both were dead ! 
And yet I love it too — ^grim ancient thing. 
All, all, oh ! yes, I dearly love them all ! 
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But Caroline, my dear, canst thou not guess 
Why the night makes me sad ? 

Caroline, Oh yes, I can ! 

Trust me for that, my dear simplicity ! 
Thou ever wert a loving, trusting one ; 
"With all thy heart expanded, like a rose 
Casting its richest fragrance to the winds, 
Betaining the sweet grace of childhood, with 
A broad, high spirit always on the march. 
I used to be much puzzled with thee once, 
For when I saw thee moved, I used to think 
Thy tender heart was too great for thy soul : 
And then again when I have seen thee stand 
lUnblenching in the presence of such thoughts 
As would shake lesser spirits to their fall. 
And topple reason and her balance o'er, 
I thought, with something of a shudder, that 
Thy soul was greater even than thy heart. 
It may be that I could not fathom either. 
And therefore each seem'd greater than the other 
Just as occasion alternated them. 
But I have leam'd to see that heart and soul 
Are rounded into perfect harmony 
In my sweet friend ; — and Flora, I could tell 
The name of him, the great magician, who 
Hath wrought this change within thee — shall I now ? 

Flora, Yes. 

Caroline, It is love ! And now, my little one, — 
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Forgive me, pray, for treating thee as such ,• — 
Although I reverence thy greater gifts, 
I feel towards thee, dearest Flora, just 
As an elder sister might unto the child 
Left to her tutelage and care ; for thou 
In all thy innocent wisdom art as strange 
To all the wiles of worldlings as a child, — 
[Art like a crusted diamond, dark and void, 
Confined within the earth ; but when released 
And brought out to the kindred light of heaven, 
'Q-lowing and beaming like a new-bom star. 
And now, my dear, I will reveal the cause 
Why the night makes thee sad ; 'tis simply this, 
That in its depths thou seest a shadowy reflex 
Of him thou lovest ; while its crested stars 
Like his great thoughts, seem ever flashing up 
The infinite expanse in search of God — 
The ultimate and primal truth of things. 
And preaching still the unattainable 
In lines of light, whose meaning lies beneath 
In piles of darkness, which, like that overhead. 
Is infinite. Is it not so now, say ? 
His absence makes thee sad. Am I not right P 

Flora. Oh Carry, thou wert ever a sad rogue ! 
Yes, thou art partly right. 

Caroline, Nay, altogether ! 

I know I am ! And now then tell me this — 
Whose thoughts were those thou didst regale me with 



28 NIGHT AND THE SOUL. 

But now ? I fancy I have heard a voice 

Well known to thee, utter some vastly like them* 

Mora. Bight once again! Alexis taught me them. 
And oh ! I think his thoughts so oft within 
The solitudes of night, and even dream 
Of them in sleep, until they form a part 
Of my soul's garniture, and it remains 
No more a wonder that I utter them, 
As if they were my own ; and sometimes too 
I catch the rainbow robe of his expressions — 
The very words he used — not only stringing 
His gems upon a gold thread of my own. 
But taking up the casket that enshrined 
His jewels. 

Caroline, N&j, Flora, now thou wrongest thyself! 
For thy thoughts are original as his ; 
And I meant only he had given the tone 
And wing'd the tendency of thy remarks. 
I wonder where those dreamers are just now, 
Alexis and that tiresome Ferdinand. 

Flora. That tiresome Ferdinand ? Ah, Caroline ! 

Oaroline. Talking, I warrant now, about the plan 
And method of the universe ; and plunged 
In difficulties on the politics 
And civil laws of Saturn ; weaving webs 
Of lofty speculation in their minds 
To bridge across the gulf-like infinite. 
And suffer them to crawl o'er — spider-wise — 
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Heaven's dizzy ceiling, with their heads tum'd down 

To pay a friendly visit to the moon, 

And ask the stars how they get on up there ! 

Flora, Ho ! hold thy tongue, thou pretty rattlepate I 
Caroline, Is not the earth quite wide enough for them ? 

And arQ we ciphers in the universe ? 

Come, let us sing that so% Alexis taught thee. 

I will begin. 

Caroline. — Earth, 
I am lovely, I am lovely, 

All the young stars tell me so ; 
And the current of my life blood 

Is a bounding, merry flow ; 
All my garments are bejewell'd : 

Who can show a face as fair ? 
And I reign the queen of beauty 

Over all the fields of air. 

Floba. — Heaven, 
Ah ! my daughter, thou art lovely. 

But beneath the burning glow 
Of thy beauty, is there nothing 

To remind thee of thy woe ? 
Is thy heart as pure as ever. 

Is thy spirit free from sin, 
Though thy outward life be lovely. 

Is there nothing foul within ? 
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Caroline. — Earth, 

Oh, I care not ; I am lovely ; 

Is there any world can say 

That it shows so fair a bosom 

To the golden eye of day ? 

I am lovely, I am lovely. 

That is quite enough for me, 
I For I am unto the heavens 
■ What'a pearl is to the sea. 

Flora. — ffecwen. 
But thy fair and flaunting tresses 

Hide a dark and guilty brow. 
And a thousand purpling curses 

Gleam like lightnings o'er thee now : 
Oh ! repent my lovely daughter, 

Be a star among the spheres ; 
Come and lave thy burning temples 

In thy mother's flowing tears. 

Carolink — EartK 
No, I will not ! I am lovely. 

All the planets court my glance ; 
And the great sun smiles upon me 

As I mingle in the dance ; 
And I drink the wine of ages 

By the ancient star-gods given ; 
Oh, I am a gleaming lustre 

On thy pallid front, oh Heaven ! 
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Flob^. — Heaven, 
Oh, my daughter, thou art madden' d 

With this loveliness of thine, 
Dash that hellish goblet from thee, 

Fill'd with gore-drops, not with wine. 
Tear those garments, blood-bespatter' d. 

Hide that bosom stain'd with sin. 
Make the outward like the inward 

And the shell like that within. 

Caroline. — Ewrth. 
Oh, I care not ! I am lovely. 

And my purple robes are bright, 
And I shine amid the darkness 

Like a star-beam in the night ; 
And I am unto the planets 

"What a smile is to a frown. 
The star-gem of thy bosom 

And the jewel of thy crown. 

Flora. — Heaven. 
Ah ! my lovely, poor lost daughter ! 

From thy madden' d dream arouse ; 
Lo ! a chamel is thy palace. 

And a death's-head is thy spouse. 
Come once more unto thy mother, 

Lift thine eye up unto Heaven, 
Look to God, my poor lost daughter, 

And thy foul heart shaU be shriven. 
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Caroline, Ah ! 'tis no wonder now, with views like these, 

That they — I mean Alexis and dear Ferdinand — 

Should turn away from earth, and look to heaven 

For that repose, and peace, and purity 

"Which never have dwelt here. 

Mora. And yet, O Earth, 

We love thee, in whatever drapery 

Thou art invested. — Whether thou dost come 

With all thy budding-blossomings of Spring, 

Orbing themselves into fulfilment ; or. 

Girdled in nameless glories, in the prime 
. And plenitude of Summer, with thy zone 

Sun-dyed and purpled, like the gates of heaven ; ^ 

Or whether in the ripe fruition-bursts 

Of golden autumns, with their loaded wains. 

Nodding like gods whose smile is plenty ; or. 

In thy most ghostly garb of winter, when 

Thou foldest up thyself in faultless snows. 

And lookest like a marble-sculptured form. 

Waiting for some fire-giving god to breathe 

Into thy spotless shape the breath of life ; 

Or whether deck'd in all the pomp and glow 

Of thy day-splendours and activities, 
I Brushing the gather' d skirts of ebon darkness 
• With opaline gem-like sunbeams ; or, at night. 

When thou unrollest thy great map of stars ; 

Or when thou wrappest round thee heavy clouds. 

And the white foam of brattling tempests, and 
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Peoplest thy cayems with a thousand wails, 
And night with wandering voices full of woe ; 
Or whether, with thy brow serene and calm, 
Thou stretchest o'er thee, like a tranquil thought, 
The charmed circle of thy summer skies ; 
In each of thy appearances we love thee ; 
Whether a smile dwells on thee like a blessing. 
Or a frown hangs its thunder-curtain o'er 
Thy beetling temples ; Oh, we love thee. Earth ! 
Thou beautiful ! Thou happy once ! "We love 
Both thee and thine, for art thou not our mother ? 

Caroline, Yes, Mora, and in spite of all her faults, 
And even sometimes, perhaps, because of them. 
Earth's children cling tenaciously to her 
As to a mother, though they may have dreams 
Of peace and happiness in other spheres. 
Didst ever hear of any who declared 
That they did not, and yet who were sincere 
In their profess'd alienation ? 

Mora. Yes ! 

Of one such I have heard : — A fair young girl 
To whom one keen woe, like the scythe of Death, 
Had sever'd at a stroke the ties of earth, — 
The tender trammelage of love and hope, — 
And not released the spirit from its clay. 
But left it bleeding out at every pore, 
Clinging with torn hands to its prison-bars. 
And gasping out towards the light, in vain. 
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For she had loved and been deserted ; and 
All her heart's wealth was now retum'd to her 
Base metal, and not current coin. Her love 
j Which went forth from her bright and beautiful 
; Game back a ghastly corpse, to turn her heart 
Into a bier, and chill it with its weight 
Of passive woe for ever. But the shock 
Had tum'd the poles of being, and henceforth. 
In circles ever narrowing, her soul 
Went wheeling like a stricken world, round heaven. 

Edith. 
Eyes she had, in whose dark lustre, 

Slumber'd wild and mystic beams ; 
And a brow of polish'd marble, — 

Pale abode of gorgeous dreams ; — 
Dreams that caught the hues and splendours 

Which the radiant future shows, 
For the past was nought but anguish. 

And a sepulchre of woes ; 
Therefore from its scenes and sorrows 

All her heart and soul were riven ; 
And her thoughts kept ever wandering 

With the angels up to heaven. 

When they told her of the pleasures 
Which the future had in store. 

When her sorrows would have faded 
And her anguish would be o*er ; — 
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Told her of her wealth and beauty 

And l^e triumphs in their train ; 
Told her of the many others 

Who would sigh for her again, — 
She but caught one half their meaning 

While the rest afar was driven. 
" Yes," she murmur' d, " they are happy — 

They, I mean, who dwell in heaven I " 

When they wish'd once more to see her 

Mingling with the bright and fair ; 
When they told her of the splendour 

And the rank that would be there ; 
Told her that amid the glitter 

Of that brilliant living sea, 
There were none so sought and sigh'd for, 

None so beautiful as she ; 
Stni she heeded not the flattery, 

Heard but half the utterance given ; 
" Yes," she answer'd, " there are bright ones, 

Many too I know — ^in heaven I " 

When they spoke of sunlit glories, 

Summer days, and moonlit hours ; — 
Told her of the spreading woodland, 

With its treasury of flowers ; 
Clustering fruits, and vales, and mountains. 

Mower-banks mirror'd in clear springs, 

D 2 
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Winds whose music ever mingled 
With the hum of glancing wings,— 

Scenes of earthly bliss and beauty 
Far from all her thoughts were driven, 

And she fancied that they told her 
Of the happiness of heaven. 

For one master-pang had broken 

The sweet spell of her young life ; 
And henceforth its calm and sunshine 

Were as tasteless as its strife : 
Henceforth all its gloom and grandeur, 

All the music of its streams. 
All its thousand pealing voices 

Spoke the language of her dreams ; — 
Dreams that wander'd on, like orphans 

From all earthly solace driven, 
Searching for their great protector 

And the palace-gates of heaven. 

Caroline, Ah ! I was thoughtless when I questioned thee, 
And reck'd not of those broken-hearted ones 
Who are among us now, in spite of all 
The sneers of hollow worldlings, who would fain 
Persuade themselves and us that withered hearts, — 
Hearts from whose deathliness all joys have flown 
As birds from winter, — ^are but poets' dreams, 
Feign'd but to rouse a tear or to amuse. 
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Wlio hath not seen them, — the dead living ones, 
With that sad ghastly something — ^meant to hide 
From other eyes the anguish and the woe 
That are consuming them, — that something, which 
Like the poor pallid ghost of a dead smile 
Plays over Ups that never shall smile more — 
Cold as December moonbeams on snow-drifts ? 
Mora. Yes ! Who hath not seen them come where 
music is, 
And high-pitch'd jubilance and merriment, 
Like a low, plaintive semi-tone to break 
The noisy harmony into pathos, and 
Gliding upon the gorgeous lighted rooms. 
Like a November gloom let deftly in 
Among the golden hours of Summer. Oh ! 
Who hath not seen and pitied what he saw ? 
And felt for these most solitary souls 
Left to the wardenship of misery ; 
Within whose charmed circle not a ray 
So fiar mistakes its mission as to pierce. 
And not a sound of mirth can penetrate, 
For all things take its shape and breathe its tone ; — 
Those earth-abjured ones unto whom the stars 
Preach nothing but the record of their woe, 
And tell it to the depths in which they slumber ; 
To whom the day inscribes it on the clouds, 
And figures it in well known hieroglyphs 
Upon the front of all things and all times ; 
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To whom Night typifies it in her glooms ; 

And all the winds come laden with its wail ; 

And all sounds seem to utter it in turns ; 

And all the trees seem nodding their farewell 

To happiness for ever. And the flowers, 

Bending beneath its weight, seem glad to die ; 

And sobs and sighs are all the food of time ; 

And all things bright have got it as their shadow ; 

And every joy is but the gay reverse, — 

The bright blank nothing, — ^but the picture's back, — 

The portrait of their woe turn'd to the wall ! 

Woe ! woe ! All woe ! Until it is sublime, 

And the great thing stands out, and clasps the world 

Within its gaunt, dark arms, and cries. Behold, 

Here is my infant ! — Those unhappy ones 

Who take their anguish round about with them, 

And whose dead atmosphere opaques all things, 

And dyes them in its sable hues : — Who seem 

Por ever wondering why the world is glad, 

And why it does not let its great black heart 

Beveal itself and gloom upon its face. 

Ah ! there are many dead ones walking up 

And down the world whose thoughts are not with us 

'Nov with the living earth, and asking nought 

Of all its sunshine, and its smiles, and blissy 

But pleading with the passion of despair 

Por nothing but a grave and burial. 
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SoENB III. — A Library. lifight, 

Alexis <md Febdinand. 

Alexis. O thought ! What art thou but a fluttering leaf 
Shed from the garden of Eternity; — 
The robe in which the soul invests itself 
To join the countless myriads of the skies ; — 
The very air they breathe in heaven ; — ^the gleam 
That lights it up, and makes it what it is ; — 
The light that glitters on its pinnacles ; — 
The luscious bloom that flushes o'er its fruits ; 
The odour of its flowers, and very soul 
Of all the music of its million harps ; 
The dancing glory of its angels' eyes ; — 
The brightness of its crowns, and starlike glow 
Of its bright thrones ; — the centre of its bliss, 
For ever radiating like a sun ; — 
The spirit thrill that pulses through its halls, 
Like sudden music vibrating through air; — 
The splendour playing on its downy wings ; — 
The lustre of its sceptres, and the breeze 
Which shakes its golden harvests into light ; — 
The diamond apex of the Infinite ; — 
A ray of the great halo round Gk)d's head ; — 
The consummation and the source of all, 
In which all cluster, and all constellate, 
Grouping like glories round the purple west 
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When tlie great sun is low. For wliat are stars 

But God's thoughts indurate — the burning words 

That roU'd forth blazing from His mighty lips 

"When He spake to the breathless infinite, 

And shook the wondrous sleeper from her dream. 

Thus God's thoughts ever call unto man's soul 

To rouse itself, and let its thoughts shake off 

The torpor from their wings, and soar and sing 

Up in the simny azure of the heavens : 

And when at length one rises from its rest, 

Like the mail'd Barbarossa from his trance. 

He smiles upon it, in whatever garb 

It is array'd : — Whether it stretches up 

In grand cathedral spires, whose gilded vanes. 

Like glorious earth-tongues, lap the light of heaven ; 

Or rounds itself into the perfect form 

Of marble heroes, looking a reproof 

On their creators for not gifting them 

With one spark of that element divine 

Whose words they are ; or points itself like light 

Upon the retina, in breathing hues 

And groups of loveliness on speaking canvas ; 

Or wreathes itself in fourfold harmony. 

Making the soul a sky of rainbows ; or 

Sweeping vast circuits, ever stretching out 

Broad-arm' d, and all-embracing theories ; 

Or harvesting its brightness focal-wise, 

All centring in the poet's gem-like words, 
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I Fresh as the odours of young flowers, and bright 
I As new stars trembling in the hand of Gtod, 

In all its grand disguises He beholds 

And blesses His fair child. For thought is one, 

As souls are in their essence, and it works 

By kindred laws and processes in all ; — 

Whether it flames within thy mind, O God, 

And publishes itself in spheres of light, 

In worlds of spirits — effluences of Thee, 

And shows its mighty conyoluted throes 

In embryotic suns and nebulae ; — 

Or glimmers dimly in the humble mind 

Of one of thy earth's children, whose grand wish 

And festival ambition is to bow 

To Thee ; and whose most lofty thought is but 

As the upturning of an eye in prayer ; 

Still are they one in nature — the great thought 

That rayed out into constellated worlds 

And the weak thought that went up in a sigh, — 

The grand and lofty thought that, lover-like, 

Hung a new star-string on the neck of heaven, 

And the poor, lowly one that bee-like brought 

The honey of a pious wish to Thee ; 

And this is one drop in that luminous flood ; 

One note from a light string of the great harp ; 

One leaf in all the universal wreath ; 

One point of all the glory of Thy throne ; 

One atom of the substance of all worlds ; 
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One gem upon the costly floor of heaven ; 

One tiny firstling among all tHe wealth, 

"Which, going from Thee glances, is retum'd 

As suns. And to Thine eye one human thought 

Interprets all the rest ; the dynasties 

Of mightiest intellect, or martial power, 

The Pharaohs and the CsBsars, and the times 

Of Persian splendour, and of Grecian might, — 

One human thought, inyested in an act. 

Lays bare the heart of all humanity, 

And holds up, globule-like, in miniature 

All that the soul of man hath yet achieyed, 

Its Paradises Lost, its glorious Iliads, 

Its Hamlets and Othellos, and its dreams 

Bising in towering Pyramids and Panes 

To show that earth hath raptures heavenward ; 

And like the touched lips of a hoary saint 

Utters dim prophesies of after-worlds. 

Making sweet music to the ear of Gtod, 

Like Memnon's statue thrilling at the sun ; 

And, as the New Tear opening into life 

Is all-related to the ages, so 

Are man's works unto Thine, Almighty Gk)d ; 

And as the ages to eternity, 

So are all works to Thee, Great Source of all ! 

And were all nature void, one human thought 

Self-utter'd and evolved in act, left like 

A white bone on the brink of the abyss 
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As the sole relic of what once had been : 

Thou, who perceiyest at a glance the all 

In one, who scannest all relationships, 

In whom all issues meet concentrative — 

Gouldst, from this puny fragment of Thy works, 

Becal and re-arrange, and re-construct 

The mighty Mammoth skeleton of things, 

And fold it once more in its spotted skin, 

And bid the bright Beast live : — Couldst, from this one 

Poor little earthling, wither'd like a flower 

Placed as a record by a death-struck hand 

Between the leaves of the great Book of Doom, 

Belume the dark — re-paradise all heaven, 

Until the heaving infinite once more 

Broke into light, and budded forth in stars. 

Xbrdinand, Thought is the prophet of eternity. 
And God hath written on its orb^d brow 
" Deathless for ever." Oh ! it cannot die ; 
It is the soul's bright essence and its source. 

AUxis, All human souls dwelt in the mind of God 
As purposes and grand intents, tmtil 
He wing'd them into utterance, to float 
On independent pinions of their own, — 
Made independent by His holy will, — 
And, like a mighty convoluted wheel 
Pire-barred and girdled, throwing off its sparks 
Por ever into the eternal dark 
In humble imitation of its God, 
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The Boul casts nothing from it but itself. 
Bright fire-flakes gathering into spirit-gems 
To flash for ever on the thrones of heaven 
And flood its crowns with glory, or to mix 
Wiih. the prolific glooms of darkness — so 
Say some — ^in horrent shapes and chimeras, 
To blast the soul like hell-fed dragons' eyes. 

Ferdinand. But, thinkest thou, these black thoughts like 
the good 
Are all eternal P 

Alexis, No. If they be dark. 

The darkness swallows them ; if light, they live. 

Ferdinand. The good and beautiful will always blooniiu. 
And bear their rich, ripe fruit for evermore ; 
While all the sinful, and the godless, like 
A sapless branch, must perish endlessly. 

Alexis. For GK)d is light ; and all things dwell in Him. 
And is it possible that He will let 
The broad disc of His glory be obscured 
By black spots dwelling with Him evermore P 
Will He encasket darkness, and enshrine 
The foul things of the earth in amber salts, 
Conserves of sulphurous fire and flaming smoke P 
Is sin a god that it should live for ever P 
Or hath it a dark region of its own, 
A dungeon empire where it reigns supreme. 
Beyond the boundary line of God's dominions, 
Out of the reach of His long sceptre, where 
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He is not known as King, but only held 

An alien Monarch, and a rival P Ha ! 

Doth God brook rivals then? What, He! Nay! Nay! 

The time is coming when that foul thing, Sin, 

Shall, like a long distemper vanish ; and 

IVom all the hearts of men the gory stain 

Of its blood finger-prints shall be wash'd out. 

The doom of sin is death. Dust unto dust 1 

Night unto night ! 

Ferdinand. 'Tis likely. But are all thoughts moral then ? 

Alexis, Not all. 

Ferdinand. No, for they come to us unsought, 

TJnquestion'd sometimes, sometimes undesired. 
But whether willingly admitted, or 
Thrown out as traitors, they have been, though but 
Por one short moment, in the citadel ; 
And, tell-tale like, they speed away to heaven, 
To say, before its hosts, where they have lodged. 

Alexis. But man is not responsible for thoughts 
Not guested by the will. And yet, 'tis well 
To place a sentinel before the gate. 
To claim the password from all comers-in. 
For we are frail ; and human will is blind, 
And sometimes clasps a devil in the dark. 
Unwittingly. 

Ferdinand. Oh ! how they flutter in. 
Countless as fire-flies in a southern night ; 
Some good, some evil, till the soul is strew'd 
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"With angels* pinions, and with sable plumes — 
Attesting truly to their origin. 
How many thoughts, I wonder, in a day 
Does one mind utter forth ? 

Alexis, The thoughts it sheds 

It has to answer for. For these are they 
That have been honourably entertain'd. 
Invited visitors, and pamper'd guests. 
On whom the soul has waited like a slave ; 
Thoughts that have come and found the heart prepared 
To lodge them in its inmost sumptuous rooms. 

Mrdinand. And action is the complement of thought, 
Thought crystallised and held up to the view ; 
Thought is the sap of life, and act the fruit. 

Aleads. All acts before they were such, were first 
thoughts. 
And as they flash out from the hand, they go 
To spirit-land again, and are thoughts there : — 
First thought, then act, and shortly thought again, 
And thus the truth republishes itself. 

Ferdinand. Acts are the fingers that shape out man's 
doom, — 
The cunning instruments with which he weaves 
The tissue of the soul's robes, both for time 
And for eternity. 

Alexis. And every act 

Is deathless as the mind from which it sprang. 
We do but strike the keys here, while the sound — 
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The unBubstantial and ethereal essence— 

The jarring discord or the harmony, 

Eolls and reverberates for evermore 

Through the dread chambers of eternity. 

'No sooner does an act go from us, than 

Its wings catch up the light of other worlds, — 

The iridescent dyes and hues of heaven, 

Or the dark sables of another land. 

All acts are moral, or may be made such. 

Ferdinand, Ah ! Thou art all for thought. The universe, 
To thee, is but a thought worked out in pictures. 

AlexU, It is. And is it not such P What are suns, 
Systems and worlds, but mighty thoughts of God, 
AH waiting to become the thoughts of men P 
Have we already not appropriated 
Wide fields of the grand empire of all things ? 
Where is the rainbow that has never spann'd 
An arc of some man's mind P Where is the cloud 
That has not enter'd in the dreams of some, — 
The humble flower that never hath been hallow'd 
To one poor heart ? Where is the landscape, which. 
Like a dumb man, hath never utter* d ought, — 
The atom, or the season, or the hour 
That hath not gone into the soul of man 
And come out thence a thought ? And that — out there, — 
Out at that window, — ^yonder infinite 
Hushing around us now with all its stars, — 
Say, what are they and it but images — 
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Ideas made objective, — ^and held out, 

Night after night, between the outstretched arms 

Of God, to mirror forth His thoughts to man, 

And show the recreant how and what to think ? 

And when the soul shall recognise in all 

That which each typifies — when every cloud 

Shall be a bright-brow'd messenger of God ; 

And every breeze shall utter forth His name ; 

And every star shall write it over heaven ; 

And every flower shall breathe it ere it dies ; 

And every wave shall say it to itself; 

And every storm in thunder-transports shout, 

High o'er the heads of all. His majesty ; 

When to the soul of man all circumstance, 

All swift evolvement of events, shall be 

But as the shadow of His mighty hand, 

And as the title-page of His great book, 

Bearing in capitals the author's name ; 

When its own thoughts shall all be good and pure 

All holy, and all beautiful, and grand, 

Aind claim a sisterhood and kinship with 

The flowers that nestle on the heart of earth. 

And those that golden the blue soil of heaven, 

And each, like them, shall {jolteringly say 

In tearful ecstasy, O God ! O God ! 

Then shall the universe dissolve like wax, 

Its mission and its purpose ended ; and 

Man's thoughts shall be like God's thoughts, full of Him ; 
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And all the veils of matter shall be rent, 

And He shine out in naked majesty, — 

He — Q-od — The Only One — sun-typed, star-typed, 

But typified no longer, now that all 

Mere representatives are understood, 

Are fathom' d, and have answer'd their bright end ; — 

He the sole sun, sole star. He all in all. 

The Universal One — all great — ^all good. 

He — ^the omniscient, omnipresent Q-od ! 

To whom be praise and honour evermore, 

Amen! 
Ferdinand, Amen ! And if I understand 

Thee rightly, thou wouldst say that all things here — 

The earth, the moon, the stars, the universe. 

And all that they contain, with all their laws — > 
[f Are but the representatives of God ; 
5 Are nothing more than mirrors of His might, — 
■ His ministers to each and all : and that 

"When the soul sees in them their aim and end. 

Sees underneath the veil of things the G-od 

Whose drapery they are, and utterance — 

Sees that they preach Him in their laws and forms. 

And are but as the glances of the eye 

Eevealing all the wealth of thought within ; — 

And when the soul in turn, inform' d by these, 

Becomes the manifestor of His rays. 

And moonlike, is a reflex of His light. 

Then shall the age of types and shadows cease. 
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The great Mosaic dispensation end ; 
And the wide universe, with all its worlds — 
Which, hitherto, was as a floating film 
Upon the piercing splendour of the sun — 
Shall melt into His smile, and disappear 
Amid his glad Well Done, and welcomings : 
And man with man, and soul with soul shall join 
In a bright chain of everlasting love 
Around His great white throne for evermore. 
Is this thy thought, Alexis ? 

Alexis, Yes, it is. 

Ihrdmand. Well, it is large at least, and may be true. 
Meantime, what of those thoughts of ours that are 
Concentrated in books, as light in diamonds P 

Alexia, True books are noble, for they all reveal 
ThQ bright side of the soul — that part which deals 
With its own destinies, and which is light. 
Like a high mountain-slope, when all beside 
Is dark and cheerless. 

Ferdmcmd, And all books are true 

When they portray the soul unto itself, — 
Either in pictures of its passions, or 
In bright and beautiful impersonations 
Of the grand features of the universe ? 

Alexis, Yes. For the universe is to the soul 
What a great brother is to a young sister. 
They are related by the closest ties. 
And whoso paints the one, must paint in part 
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The outline of the other. 

Ferdinand, Yes, for both 

Are children of one Parent. Canst thou tell 

The nature of the charm that lies in books — 

That charm that draws us towards them as the clouds 

Draw light and vapour ; and which makes us feel 

As if we had lost all our life in theirs, 

And yet remember' d most what we had lost ? 
Alexia, I think I can. There is within the soul 

A region of still waters, never stirr'd 

But by the hands of angels, — a sweet spot 

Left sacred to the Deity, which He, 

Amidst the ahnost universal wreck, 

Hath still reserved in mercy for Himself ; 

A solemn grove still musical with song, — 

An altar-fire still burning in the waste, — 

A voice within that testifieth still, 

In thrills of mute thanksgiving, to His grace. 

And in this lake-like region all things bright 

Are treasured and reflected, like the stars. 

And in this grove all spirit-minstrels sing ; 

And to this fire, all beauty adds a brand ; 

And to this hushlike voice, all that is great 
( Gives utterance and power ; — and therefore we 
' Heave with the throes of a volcanic joy 
i When aught without us moves these holy deeps. 

And as the soul is all-related, and 

Gives one of her fair hands to things that be, 

E 2 
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And with the other clasps the infinite, 

Ajid turns herself to this, and then to that. 

It matters not from which the great shock comes 

That flings the rainbow-globules dyed in heaven 

Over the fretting wavelets of the time ; 

Ajid folds the bubbles and the dreams of earth 

In grand gloom-mantles where the stars are hid 

Like babies' toys in manhood's bright'ning dawn. 

"Whether from nature in her sweetest moods, 

When she seems fresh from her Creator's hands. 

Or from the fruitlike words of fellow men 

That tell of years of ripening in the sun ; 

It cannot matter from what quarter comes 

The music which breathes o'er its hidden strings,- 

The light that glitters in its sea-like eyes, — 

So that it be awaken' d to a sense 

Of its own greatness and its littleness ; 

And have presented to it all the wealth 

That lies beneath its moss-enamell'd soil. 

Like the gold-coflfin'd dust of kings beneath 

The vulgar rubbish and the trash of time. 

And if this come from nature, it is well ; 

Or from the thoughts of other men, still well ; 

; And the soul rises into buoyancy, 

; Balloon-like, puff*d out with the gas of gods,-^- 
Or as a maiden in the dew-sprent mom, 
When her gold tresses are kiss'd by the winds ; 
And, like an angel self-enamour' d, springs 
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To dasp the bright thing that is laughing on 
The broken ripples of the running brook. 

Ibrdimmd. Thou speakest in soul-pictures, yet I see 
Thy meaning rising through them, free and simple 
As a young princeling from the grand state-bed, 
"Where his white limbs have been enswathed all night 
In gold and velvets. For thy thoughts reveal 
Their own proportions through the gauzy robes 
In which thou dost enshrine them ; and like eyes 
Looking through golden bars, not one of all 
Their glances but is sure to hit its mark. 

Alexis, Books are man's worlds — his great attempts to 



The meaning of the oracle within : 
And worlds are God's books in the which He writes 
A memoir of Himself in love to man. 
|The highest aim of both is self-revealment — 
Projectment of internal truths in forms — 
So that the soul may recognise itself, 
And see in all the wonders it creates 
A transcript of the fire-wrought characters 
Flaying upon the tablets in its heart. 

Ferdi/iumd, Thou speakest of great books. But what of 
those 
That come into the round and solid world 
To show no more than their own emptiness ; 
"With nothing in them saving black and white. 
And guiltless as a hedgehog of a thought. 
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Like Nothing folded carefully, and made 
Into a parcel to send off hj post, 
Directed to Miss Moonshine. — 
Those books that give droll portraitures of souls, 
"With jaws expanded to sublimest gape, 
» Crying out for the thought that eometh not. 
Like little fledgelings in their hedge-row nests ; 
But &ncying the strange distension comes 
From over-surges of the tide of song. 
And not from want and hunger ? 

Alexis. Even they 

Have uses of their own, though these should be 
But to engoggle eyes in wonderment, 
That there should still be left mud-beds from which 
Dust eddied out in clouds, although the skies 
Shower truths down daily in soul-brimming streams ! 
Now if one could but fiU them it were well, 
Eor puddles sometime might reflect a star. 

Ferdinand. Ah ! but they fancy that they all are full. 
And blind you into instant proof of this 
Whenever the wind comes. 

Alexis. I saw two scenes 

Once in my life. And in the one a boy 
Bent down beside his mother, and he held 
Her rounded hand in both his tiny ones. 
It was a lovely hand, that of the mother, 
And the boy kiss'd it, kiss'd it often ; and 
One saw at once that all his little heart 
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"Was on his peach-like Kps the while he kiss'd ; 

And when he kiss'd her, through the mother ran 

A thrill of eitasy. — I say he kiss'd 

Her hand, transparent as the dawning East, 

Again, and yet again, — then let it drop ; 

And, looking up, his eyes fell full on hers. 

And were like dew unto the sun-bleach' d grass. 

His tearful eyes went tremblingly to hers, 

And he said " Mother ! " And she started down 

As though h^ soul had spoken to her heart ; 

And he went on, and said, " Mother, O Mother, 

How I love thee ! " And the sweet mother bent 

And clasp' d him in her moon-like arms, and said 

" My boy ! O my dear boy ! " And they were one 

As earth and heaven are, when a rainbow drops 

Like the Eedeemer's blessing on them both. 

^nd^then she trail' d her hand amid his hair,. 

Like lig^ht in darkness, and threw o'er his neck, 

His little rounded neck, a wreath of flowers, — 

Eorget-me-nots, and primroses, and heaths. 

Fair as the boy, and simple as he was, — 

And said " My darling, go ! " And the boy went. 

"Went to his mother's garden-bower and slept : 

Slept and dreamt too. Dreamt of his mother's sire. 

Dreamt of that Pather whom she talk'd about — 

That Father high in heaven. Ah, dreamt sweet dreams ! 

And when he grew to be a man — this boy — 

He went into the world, and said strange things. 
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For oh ! words fell from him like honeydrops, 
Telling of summer, and of flowers, and bees — 
He had dwelt much with them. Some laugh'd ; some wept ; 
And some, with shaking of an empty head 
Said that the man was mad. Still he went on 
And wedded things that seem'd wide-sunder'd, and 
Bound them by vows to altars in the skies. 
And when at last he died, the stars seem'd dimmer, 
Oh, dimmer far than when the bright one lived ; 
And the streams murmur' d with a sadder sound, 
And went like mourners to the widow' d sea ; 
And the fair landscape seem'd to miss the hues 
Of Bumtaer, and dwelt ever in the shade ; 
And hearts were dark and gave a bell-like tone, 
As though they all struck twelve o'clock at night, 
"With not a promise ever to reach one ; 
And all the legacy he left behind 
Was — simple words. But they were rich as suns ; 
I And if you loved, and look'd on them, they gleam'd 
Like dewdrops with a moonbeam in their hearts. 
And if you tried to crush them in the hand 
They did not die ; or if they seem'd to die, 
'Twas only that they might reveal a soul 
So pure and lovely that you welcomed it 
With a heart-bounding joy, as saints do those 
Whom they have handed to their thrones in heaven. 
Oh ! if they seem'd to die, be sure it was 
But the mock death of roses in the night, 
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liVheii they seal up their shell-like lips in sleep, — 
In a most beauteous sleep, whose very dreams 
Are odours and unutterable sweets. 

And then I saw another scene : A boy — 
Not like the other, either in the grace 
Of his heart-mirror'd features, or the glance, 
The soul-like glance, of his star-streaming eyes — 
Stood near his mother, and bent not. Not he ! 
But stood bolt upright as a wintry pine, 
And turn'd towards her with a sneering fece, — 
Already flush'd with a self-propping trust, 
Bound as an apple, laughing at the sun, — 
Stood and bent not. Oh, no ! And said at last, 
" Mother, I hate thee, for thou art a fool ! " 
And went off laughing at his witless jest ; 
Went off, and came not near again for hours. 
And when at length he grew to be a man. 
He too went forth into the world and talk'd ; 
Said much that made the people laugh, but none 
"Were ever known to weep at what he said. 
He had no heart himself, and could not touch 
The sluggish well-springs of another's heart. 
Ah, well ! He was like water in a cave 
That never was a mirror to the light. 
And when at last he died, the stars smiled on, 
Smiled at each other through the happy blue 
As they had done before ; and the bright streams 
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Went on as brightly towards the crisping sea, 

That talk'd in ripples of its coral caves, 

And all the wealth barbaric of its halls ; 

And the fair landscape, like a golden bowl 

Fill'd to the flower-wreaths of the bubbled brim, 

Whose wine was sunshine, seem'd for ever steep'd 

In trancelike dreams of its own blessedness. 

And not a heart was darkened by his death. 

Or bell-like toll'd the hour of his interment ; 

But tdl were still as town-clocks, when the hands 

Eest on the half-past two of summer days ; 

And all the legacy he left behind 

|Was, like the other — ^words. Ah, empty words^! 

^ard husks and rinds, with not a kernel in them. 

And if you tried to crush them in the hand 

They yielded not, but were as adamant. 

Pound them ; they gave out dust, — ^but nothing more. 

And so he died — and, I believe, was buried ! 

Ferdinand. And " requiescat,^^ and so on. But still 
One must indulge a laugh at the expense 
Of those who, scorning nature's godlike rule. 
Frame laws unto themselves ; — ^those who are lost 
Amidst the mists and mirages of self. 
Which they project before them on all things : — 
Those everlasting smirkers whom nought wins 
From their self- worship and idolatries ; 
Who think and speak as though they were commission' d 
To preach their vanity before all worlds. 
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And lay upon the altars of all minds 

An offering to their little emptiness ; 

Whose thoughts are vapid as small beer uncork' d ; 

Whose words are blown like bubbles till they burst ; 

"Who talk of great things with an easy air, 

As though to talk of them were to be great. 

Alexis, Whoso writes "thunder" is a thunderer, 
And he who spelleth " lightning " is a god ! — 

Ferdinand, Who get chin-deep into the mud, and cry 
Behold the deeps ! the deeps ! Who spout their rhymes 
Into the people's ears, as though they were 
The morning chimes of all the great world-bells 
In God's cathedral, the wide universe, 
Calling all men to prayer — 

Alexis. Alas ! Alas ! 

Tell them to keep their heads still — all will cease, 
Por they are but the jingles of the bells 
That pendant-wise embellish their fools' caps. 

Ferdmcmd, Who vent high-sounding words instead of 
thoughts, 
And seem unconscious that they are not one. 

Alexis, Gl-reat words come from great mouths, not from 
great minds ! 

Ferdinand. Who would reduce all things to empty sounds 
And, did the process answer, would confine 
All beauty to their verses, which, drum-like, 
Eetum mad volleys of a vague uproar, . 
Devoid of music and of meaning both ; — 
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I Whose lines seem waiting for a lusty voice 
To shout them into utterance and life — 
liouder the better — 

Alexis. Sound is the soul 

Of sense, of course, and therefore they are right ! 

Ibrdmand. Who utter their foul blasphemies in print. 
Appealing to the weak side of our race, 
And batten on corruption like the crows. 

Alexis. Ah ! Let us bury both; — ^them and their food- 
Out of our sight, and out of memory ; — 
The old dead skull, and the yet living worm 
That wriggles in the caverns of its eyes ! 



Scene IV. — A JBotidoir. JNight. 
Fkbdinand and Cabolinb. 



Caroline, Come Ferdinand, now tell me, pray. 
Why thou hast thus prolong'd thy stay 
From days to weeks, from weeks to months ; — 
Or art thou happier when away ? 
If so, sir, you may leave me now ! 
1 cannot bear an absent brow. 
And eyes fix' d in a vacant stare 
As yours are, on that empty chair. 
Only one half of you seems here, 
The other may be anywhere ;— 
Up in the air for ought I know 
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Helping the doud njmplis to make snow : 
Or at the bottom of the sea 
Wondering where all its mermaids be. 
But tell me truly now, I pray — 
Such knowledge doth to me belong — 
Why thou didst go from me, and stay, 
Or staying, — ^why so long ? 

Ferdinand, O Caroline, it matters not. 
Thou art not, canst not, be forgot ; 
Eor wheresoever I may be. 
My heart and soul are both with thee. 

Caroline. What ! When I know that both were spent 
On Saturn and on red-hair'd Mars ? — 

Ferdinand. Yes. Por Night's brow, like thine, is bent 
But to reveal its wealth of stars. 
So let thine bend, my love, no longer. 
Thou canst not make thy beauty stronger ; 
And smile upon me once again, 
Like sunshine through a shower of rain. 
There ! That will do ! Those arch, dark eyes 
With every glance seem ever proving 
The peerless beauty, or the bliss. 
The bliss and beauty both, of loving. 

Caroline. Ah ! but thou hast not answer'd yet 
The question which I just have ask'd thee ; 
Dost think, then, I so soon forget 
The naughtiness with which I've task'd thee ? 
Come tell me where thou hast been roving, — 
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THiou who hast sung the bliss of loving. 

Ferdinand. To those who love there is no absence. 
Thine image holds me like the air ; 
Whether I wander or I rest — 
Gj-oes and rests with me everywhere. 
To those who love, the universe, 
Like a great heart, is ever beating ; 
And every strong pulsation keeps 
The one dear loved name still repeating. 
To those who love, all moments are 
Like cloudlets veiling o'er a star ; 
And everything in nature seems 
Emparadised in golden dreams. 
To those who love, all loveliness 
Is but the image of the grace 
That mantles o'er the one loved form ; — 
Is but a mirror of her face. 
Day sings her name with thousand tongues, 
And night the echo still prolongs ; 
Flowers breathe it to their mother earth ; 
Leaves lisp it by the light winds shaken ; 
Sighs gasp it to the heaving breast ; 
Tears tell it when they do but waken ; 
Dews hold it in their trembling souls ; 
Birds trill it to the mom and even ; 
Streams tell it to their flowery banks ; 
And star-beams write it over heaven. 
All nature is but as a scroll, 
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"With thy name filling up the whole. 
And I, and my best friend, have been 
Scanning the universe but now ; — 
He, thinking of I know not what, 
I, thinking of thy peari-like brow. 
I cannot give his thoughts to thee ; 
But, Carry, I can give thee mine, — 
Perchance he read another name, 
But I saw, dearest, only thine. 

Caroline. There that will do. Thy verses, Eerdrnand, 
Are getting rather watery, like sea-sand. 
Thy Pegasus hath gone quite out of breath ; 
Check him in time, or it may prove his death ! 

Ferdinand. Hold wicked one ! The dimples in thy face 
Might well provoke him to another race. 
Little love-cells they appear. 
Large enough to hold a tear. 
But what should he do — little stranger — 
In those velvet haUs of smiles ? 
His poor life would be in danger 
Prom a thousaad witty wiles. 
They would pinch him till he vanished 
O'er the soft and peachy brim ; 
They would fold him in love-garlands 
Till he could no longer swim. 
They would smother him with blossoms ; 
They would press him with a kiss. 
Till his life went like a seraph 
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In a rainbow-robe of bliss. — 
A tear could never live 
On those fair cheeks of thine, — 
It would vanish like a dewdrop 
In the day-god's cup of wine. 
It would melt off like an icedrop 
Laid upon a burning bar ; — 
It would die out in that sunlight 
Like a little patient star. 

Caroline. Better and better, Ferdinand ! I vow 
That is much better than " thy pearl-like brow." 
But are my dimples all ? Have I no more 
Of all the wares of beauty in my store ? 
I thought now I had got a pair of eyes, — 
And a nose too, or else my mirror lies ! 
Then, I believe, I have a pair of lips, 
And eke a neck, on which my black hair dips. 

Ferdinand. Dips like darkness on a snow-wreath 
Eesting on a mountain-side. 
Which it glooms, but cannot cover ; 
Which it veils, but cannot hide. 
Dips like brown bees on a lily. 
Which they cannot darken quite ; 
But which seemeth for their presence 
All the fairer, purer white. 
Then thy eyes are like the heavens 
When no cloud their beauty mars, 
And their lovely deeps are lighted 
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Ej a countless host of stars. 

Oh ! thy eyes are dark, my heauty, 

But one has not long to seek 

For the light that cometh from them, 

Like the morning from a peak, — 

Por the light that is within them, 

And whose depths it does not break, — 

Pure and lovely as a swan's neck 

On a deep and shadowy lake. 

Then thy lips are like the splendours 

Which the Northern climes adorn 

When the ruby tints of evening 

Meet the ruddy hues of morn. 

Oh ! thy lips are rich and lustrous, 

As though the sun had just caressed them ; 

But one cannot speak their beauty 

Till one has — just thus — thus — pressed them ! 

Caroline, There ! if thy breath is not already spent 
Thou oughtest to grow grandly eloquent, 
For on these silly waxen lips of mine 
If my glass tells me truly, there is wine 
Would turn a harder, heavier head than thine I 
But, Ferdinand, be serious now, I pray ; 
Think not I am that ever foolish thing 
Who can give heed unto the lightest lay. 
And believe all that flattering voices sing. 
O, Ferdinand, I have a heart and mind ! 
The one to seek, the other to love duty, — 
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A soul akin to all that is refined 

In the wide realms of wisdom, love, and beauty. 

Ferdinand, I know it, dearest ; therefore, I 
Bring to thee no feigned sigh. 
I know it, love, and therefore bring 
Only pure drops from the spring. 
The inner fount of feeling. 
All the words I have been speaking 
To reveal my soul's delight. 
Are as true as daylight breaking 
On the darksome dreams of night. 
All the figures I've been using — 
Though it might seem but in play — 
Fit thee, dearest, just as well as 
Garlands fit the Queen of May. 

Carolme, I know that thou dost love me, Ferdinand, 
And therefore think all thou sayest true ; 
For love, without belief, is but waste sand 
Compared with all the star-wealth of heaven's blue. 

Ferdinand. Tes, I love thee ! Can I help it 
When thou art as dear to me 
As the ruby-breasted robin 
To a leafless, wintry tree ? 
Oh thou art the one wine-bubble 
On the goblet of my life ! 
Oh, thou art the one sweet rainbow 
Bending o'er the clouds of strife ! 
Oh, thou art the spring's glad smiling 
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While the glooms of Winter linger ! 

]Warm as living kisses lavished 
On a dead man's pallid finger. 

Caroline, There, take that rose*bud with its leaves tight 
pressed, 
Keep it but one short hour upon thy breast 
And all its beauty: will melt out of sight, 
Like a wing vanishing in clouds of light. 
There ! Take it — type of all that we caress — 
Poor hackneyed type of human loveliness ! 

Ferdinamd, Oh, Caroline ! the future ever seemeth 
To us, who on the barren present stand, 
Like a great rose-tree brightly beaming 
In Q-od's right hand, 

Grand and entire, where nothing is amiss, 
A perfect globe of concentrated bliss- 
And all our happy dreams and moments are 
The scattered leaflets from this flower-star, 
Coming to us, one by one. 
Till the last poor leaf is gone ; 
And the stem all stripped and withered 
Is the present in our hand. 
While the rose-leaves dead and buried 
Lie beneath us in the sand ; 
And we wonder, wonder always 
Why our great and heavenly Sire 
Did not give us the bright fragrance — 
Did not give it us entire ; 

p2 
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Wonder that he let us pluck it 

Till its beauty was no more, 

TiU there was no other future 
|Than a bleak, unhappy shore ; 

Till we gather up our life-hopes 
■; In a single shivering breath, 

And exclaim, Ah, me ! how goodly 
i And how fair a thing is death ! 

Caroline. Nay, believe me, Ferdinand, 

There are no moments such as those — 

No moments when the future does not hold 

Some opiate for our woes ; 

For when earth hath donned her mantle 

Of funereal snows, 

Another Spring, another Summer, 

Bringeth another rose. 

And when we weary of this round 

Of good, and bright, and fair. 

And when our hearts are but the echo 

Of a whispered prayer. 

And when all time seems but the shadow 

Of a rich, ripe Autumn even — 

Ah ! when we tire of earth, 

"We turn ourselves towards heaven ! 
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Scene V. — A Large Chamber, Moonlight. 

Edith sittifig alone, 

Edith. And thus the endless round goes ever on, 
Unceasing woe, unwearied weariness ; 
No pause ; no rest ; but ever aching motion — 
Uncheck'd propulsion of a broken limb ! 
And still the world doth drag me at its wheel 
Over the miry ways and sloughs of time, — 
A thing half dead, with weary arms astretch 
For anything to cling to out of this 
Perpetual whirl and vortex of mad life. 
Ah me ! My hours are like a warrior's trophies, — 
Nothing but skulls that speak but of the past : 
My days are like long feverish dreams, and I 
The dreamer, in the arms of nightmares. Ah I 
The earth is very wretched, or I am — 
It matters not which. For ever since the day 
When I first knew I loved him, and that he 
"Worshipp'd another, I have been as now — 
Hopeless and aimless, loveless and alone. 
And my too passionate soul, without disguise 
Hath stretched forth its wither' d arm and held 
My torn and cinder'd heart within its hand. 
Crying unto the giddy world, Lo here ! 
Here is a trophy of that bright thing love — 
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Bright it may be, but 'tis a scorcher — Look ! 

But he — ^he knows not of mj poor affection. 

Nor shall he know it till I am no more. 

And when will that be ? my soul, when, when ? 

This is the question that I oyer ask, 

And which all fair things eTer ask of me. 

Daily the Mom, my sweet young sister, comes 

With her round face, and peers into my eyes, 

And, with a look of pitying wonder, says 

Thou here yet, Edith ? Get thee to thy grare ! 

And nightly, Darkness steals on tiptoe, and 

Whispers my soul to go and rest with her. 

Eest ? Tes ! how gladly. — There is no rest here. 

.' All things are weary of their life. I am. 

i Tet all live on ; yes, live and move ; and climb 
Up toppling crags and peaks with mangled limbs, 
Longing to plunge into the dark abyss. 
But held back still by too, too cruel hands. 
The flowers all die when winter comes, but I — 
Although the earth to me is one wide waste — 
A winter with no spring at hand, still live ; 
And, like a dead leaf whirling at a wheel, 
■Flap in the face of all, my wither'd life. 
All things seem'd mantled in a sad unrest — 
No quiet, — ^none ! day after day the sun 
Showeth his broad bright face, as though he moek'd 
The very woe which is consuming him. 
Day after day he cometh with his gleams 



NIGHT AND THE SOUL. 71 

Iiik^-ft -g?^^^* gli**®rmg lie. For know we not 

That the black spots upon his disk reveal — 

Spite of his beamy looks and shows of joy — 

That he too has a dark, scorched heart within. 

And the poor moon—how pale she looks — how sad ! 

And Oh ! how weary. She's no hypocrite. 
^Not she ! Wan, woe-worn moon ! And then the stars 
(Trembling up there, upon thy great swart face 
(O infinite, all longing to drop down, 
jOnly that woe has blister'd them in fire, 
jIn pallid fire upon thy weary cheeks I 

Night is the only time, alas ! when there 

Is any show of rest, — ^when all things don 

Their black wo-mantles, and seem what they are,— 

All dark ! All dark ! When will this mocking light, 

This still recurring eye-ache have an end ? 

All when P There is that clock still ticking there, 

Prating of time for ever. I am sick 

Of listening to it as I have for nights, 

When all was still, and rain no longer beat 

In gusty fury on the window-panes ; 

And I have said unto myself, O Time, 

When, when shall I have done with thee. Arch- Woe ? 

Ab ! I have thought, and thought, until my brain 

Whirl'd like the Jotun-halls — the Jomumgandus 

Of the bleak North ; and all its giddy thoughts. 

Like the Mad Giants in their spinning prison. 

Thundered against the reeling sides, and called 
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Aloud, but all in vain, for egress. Oh ! 

It is a weary, weary thing to live, 

And wish to die ; — to be a flower within 

The hard, cold gripe of Death, which he in sport 

Seems ever pulling at, but will not pluck ; 

To feel the cold trail of the worm in life — 

Coflfined, but sentient still — and have your heart 

Crying out ever to your tortured soul, 

In pity to release its hold, and go : 

And yet it goes not, but remaineth still. 

Dangling like Absalom, by the tangled hair. 

Oh ! for some great good hand to sheer it ofi^. 

And let me sleep beneath the toll of beUs ! 

But this is wickedness — ^profanity ! 

Have mercy on me, my G-od, for I 

Would rather die a thousand thousand deaths. 

Than earn Thy just and most tremendous frown ! 

It is this sad repining that reveals, 

In spite of all my plaints, my love of earth ; 

And yet I love it not. Oh no ! Oh no ! 

Then why do I thus plunge a fester' d hand 

Into its dust, and then complain of pain P 

Oh ! Let me rather keep my eye on heaven» 

And then, when I am fit to die, I shall. 

How can I die ? How can I go to heaven. 

When one half of my bleeding soul 

Is spent in pitying the other. — ^How ? 

The very memory of all my woes 



> 
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Is that wluch binds me firmly to them still. 
But I will pray : 

0, Thou Almighty One ! 
Thou knowest I am weak, but Thou art strong. 
Assist me, I beseech Thee, to forget, 
And to remember both. May I forget 
The earth, and all my sorrows, and recline 
Upon Thy faithful bosom evermore* 
Teach me, O Lord ! to cast my soul on Thee ; 
To fling the burden of my heart away. 
And soar upon the golden plumes of praise ; 
To clasp the ripen'd fruits of Paradise, 
And sun my faint and world-stimg soul in heaven. 
Oh ! I am weary. Lord ! G-ive me thy rest. 
My Father ! Thou art merciful, I know. 
Mine is the blame that I am not with Thee. 
Por if my soul had been too pure for earth 
Thou would'st have taken it unto Thyself. 
Purge me, Lord, and make my spirit free 
Prom all world-taints, and wishes vain and void. 
Give me, as my companion, a bright hope, 
With finger ever pointing to the skies, 
And plucking, as a balm for all my woe, 
Stray flowerets from the wreath which waits me yet 
In thy great golden halls, Mighty One ! 
These reminiscences of sorrow are 
The cables which retain my soul in port. 
Loosen them, Lord ; and let my spirit start 
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On her bright, boundless voyage up to Thee, 
Over the track of moonbeams, and the trail 
Of sorrow-mocking stars. Remove regret — 
This vain regret, Lord ; and make my soul 
A thing too bright to reflect aught but Thee. 
Assist me still to look, as I have done 
Often and often, to the great reward 
Which Thou still boldest in thy mighty hand 
Por all who triumph over sin and death. 
And may sweet peace descend upon my soul — 
Soft as the sleep of moonbeams on a lake. 
Bright as the breath of morning over earth — 
That peace which is the dawning love of Gh>d, 
Destined to ripen into day in heaven. 
O God, I bless thee that I feel this now. 
May it continue with me as a star. 
One sole star with a dark and cloudy night. 
Which she seems ever folding to her heart. 
Like a lone widow her poor one last babe. 
Teach me to bow to thy most holy will ; 
Teach me the glorious gift of waiting, Lord ; 
Ever to stretch my weary hands towards Thee, 
Till Thou in mercy sayest, " It is enough, 
Poor troubled spirit. Come up hither, thou," 
And stretchest forth Thy great sun-girdled arm 
To take me to my mother and Thyself. 
And 0, my God, bless him — Alexis— he 
Who is the unconscious cause of all my woe ; 
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Bless him, and that fair child, his Flora, and 
May they be dear unto each other, Lord, 
As moonlight is to starlight. May they live 
Enfolded in Thy grace, as planets are 
In the far-streaming splendour of their suns, 
', JGrirdle them round with love as Spring with flowers, 
I Or as Orion with his starry belt. 
And may they rest in peace, as sunbeams on 
Still rivers. May they never, never know 
That wearing of the heart which I have felt ; 
And may they be upraised to heaven by bliss. 
And not be pointed there, like me, by 'woe. 
Guard them, O Qt)d, and let their path be light, 
And let their life be golden, like the strings 
From which Thou drawest melody in heaven ; 
And still upon the round of all their joys 
May they see written Thy Almighty name ; 
And may their death be like a sweet repose, 
Unbroken but by joy unspeakable. 
Like music breaking on a starry night. 
Bless them ; and bless the world. O may it rest 
In peace upon Thy bosom, like a ship 
On the unrippled silver of the sea. 
Or like a green tree in the circling blue 
Of the bright joyousness of summer moms. 
May all its nations learn Thy love and praise. 
May all its laws be equity and good. 
May all its hearts be shrines for Thine and Thee ; 
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And all its ransomed souls dwell in Thy smile, 
Like the white snow of wave-crowns in the light* 
O, may the world be holy, till its breast 
' Glows like a seraph's, filled with love of Thee ; 
TiU its bright shining orbit be a ring 
Bound the forefinger of Thy mighty hand, 
And earth the gemmed love-token on its sphere 
Whose being is to be kissed out in bliss, 
Like a star melting in the arms of mom, 
By Thee, Almighty One — ^while all its souls 
Pass like the pomp of triumph into heaven ! 
And O, bless me, my Lord : and let me rest 
Upon Thy love, even as a cloud on heaven. 
Or as a shadow on still waters ; and 
To Thee, Thee only with Thy blessed Son, 
And with the Holy Spirit be the praise 
Now, and for evermore, G-od 1 

Amen. 

[She rises : after a long pause. 

Oh, what a mighty power resides in prayer ! 

Whose voice, however lowly it may be. 

Winds round the diamond halls and thrones of heaven 

In music, to the ear of G-od Himself ; 

And whose uplifted hands are press' d by His 

In token of forgiveness and of love. 

Now can I see that all the world is fair, 

Is in herself most bright and beautiful ; 

Although for me she never wreathes a smile ; 
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Por light-lipped, lovely wanton as she is, 
She kisses none who kiss her not again. 
. Now can I see that I have lived alone 
1 "With my own sorrow, and that, like the night, 
I Gazing upon her image in the seas, 
f Have said, How dark those sunless waters are ! 
For I have kept my weary eye stUl fix'd 
Upon the shadow of my soul till now. 
When God hath turned it towards the shining sun, 
That, bath'd in laughing lustre, gleam'd behind. 



ScEKE VI. — A Svhterranean Cavern, TorcJiligJit, 

Spirits of Dabkness. 

All. 
Sisters, sisters, gather round us ! 

Shake the cavern's rocky floor ! 
"We have triumph now before us ; 

"We have treasure evermore. 
Hell is winning ! Earth is spinning. 

Like a moth around its fate ; 
And the trophies grow and gather 

Bound the Doom-world's ebon gate. 
Hark ! the doors of hell are clanging. 

Ever wheeling to and fro. 
And the fiend's dark banner flutters 

Proudly, o'er the world of wo, 
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For liis subjects bow before him, 

Crowding millionfl at a time ; — 
Heayen is fading ; earth is dwindling ; 

Hell is ripening towards the prime. 
And another soul is given us, 

To torment, and tempt, and try ; 
We will rack him till he wishes 

To be quit of us — and die ! 

Spirit of Gloom. 

And I will gather horrors round his head, — 

Wnd shapes of awe and gloom ; 
And he shall wake at night with shivering dread 

In his own lonely room ; 
And gaze out wildly into utter night — 

No shining star at hand — 
And feel himself a solitary soul 

In a most silent land ; 
A solitary pilgrim in the world, 

A stranger to the fair, 
"Whom all things lovely shall regard with hate. 

Or an unfriendly stare ; — 
Till he shall wish the gloomy grave would ope 

Its dark, flesh-soddened door. 
And let him draw the bars of memory, 

And think, and feel, no more ! 
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SpmiT OF Mtstbrt. 
Shadows shall cover him, 

Shadows and clouds ; 
Dead things shall haunt him — 

Corpses, and shrouds. 
All shall be mystery, 

Foeman, and friend, 
Eapture, and torment, 

Life, and its end. — 
All shall be mystery. 

Ball-room and fair. 
City, and solitude, 

Heaven, earth, and air. 
Nought shall be real. 

All but a seeimng ; 
Hell, but a mockery ; 

Heaven, a dreaming ; 
Nature, a nightmare ; 

Man, but a song ; 
Love, a misgiving ; 

Hate, a fool's wrong, 
Friendship, a folly ; 

Enmity, vain ; 
Pleasure, a tickle ; 

Littleness, pain ; 
Loveliness, nothingness ; 

Beauty, a sigh ; 
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Virtue, the flicker 

On a dead eye ! 
Good, dust and ashes ; 

Evil, a sound ; 
All, a dazed swimming 

In a mad round. 
Life, but a shadow, 

Death, but a gloom ; 
All — but the cross-bones 

Oyer a tomb ! 

Spirit op Doubt. 

And he shall doubt of all he sees. 

And all in heaven and earth be dark ; 
And science be but as a breeze, 

Fanning a dead face, cold and stark ; 
And knowledge be but emptiness, 

And truth a vapour o'er a fen ; 
And evermore he shall revolve 

The Why, the Wherefore, and the When ! 
And he shall vainly question life ; 

And vainly ask the truth of death ; 
For all shall be a silent blank — 

Empty as air — ^light as a breath : 
The very shadows of the trees. 

The fickle wind's words to the leaf, 
The glory on the Summer seas 

Shall be more fii'd than his belief; 
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And he shall doubt his friend's warm clasp, 
And doubt the kind gleam in his eye ; 

He shaU doubt aU of light and bliss, 
And believe only in a sigh* 

Spirit of Drbad. 
Terrors shall cover him, 

Terrors and dread, — 
Shapeless things hovering 

Over his head. 
Eear shall encompass him 

Eound and beneath. 
Coming up from 

The kingdom of Death. 
He shall have shiverings 

When we pass by, — 
Direst heart quakings 

Knowing not why. 
He shall see thunder-clouds 

Pass o'er his mind, — 
See the red lightnings 

Leaping behind. 
Horrible Phlegethons 

He shall stiLl mark^ 
He shall look into 

The Thulean dark :— 
Look through the fire-bars 

Into the cell, — 
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Hear the chains clank 

On the floor of Hell. 
In sleep he shall wander 

By gloom -haunted streams ; 
Eiends' eyes shall glare at him 

Through his long dreams : 
Cold hands shall clasp his, 

Breaking his rest ; 
Slimy snakes nestle 

Warm in his breast. 
Terrors shall move him 

As tempests shake ships ; 
Doom-words shall haunt him, — 

Eush to his lips. 
He shaU be fiU'd 

With dread and affright ; 
Night shall be horror, 

Day be as night ! 

All. 
Sisters, Sisters gather round us ! 

Shake the cavern's rocky floor ! 
We have triumph now before us, 

We have treasure evermore. 
Hell is winning ! Earth is spinning 

Like a moth around its fate ; 
And the trophies grow, and gather 

Eound the Doom-world's ebon gate. 
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Hark ! the doors of Hell are clanging — 

Ever wheeling to and fro ; 
And the fiend's dark banner flatters 

Proudly o'er the world of woe. 
For his subjects bow before him, — 

Crowding millions at a time. 
Heaven is fading, Earth is dwindling, 

HeU is ripening towards the prime : 
And another soul is given us 

To torment and tempt and try ; — 
We will rack him, till he wishes 

To be quit of us — and die. 

MiNisTBRiNG Spirit. 
Hell may plot, but Heaven plans ; 
Devils pull, but angels shoot ; 
And God bringeth forth a flower 
From a foul and rotten root. 
Bringeth light from out of blackness ; 
Maketh evil hidden good ; 
Changeth foulness into beauty ; 
Tumeth poison into food. 
Though the stream that bubbleth from ye, 
May be black as hell itself, 
It shall issue in His glory. 
It shall miri'or forth Himself. 
Ye the moles are underground, 
Stirring at the roots of flowers ; — 

o 2 
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He, the sun that shineth on theni 
Through the golden summer hours ; 
Ye are slaves unto ifourselves, — 
Servants of the mighty God ; 
And the mire ye cast around ye 
Maketh fruitfuller the sod : 
And the stones ye throw at virtue 
Fall as pearl-gems at its feet ; 
And your thorns are tum'd to roses, 
And your bitter into sweet* 
Not a devil mutters curses 
But a light-brow'd seraph sings ; 
Not a fiend flies, but an angel 
Laugheth underneath his wings ; 
Not an evil thing is dandled 
On the Devil's knotted knee, 
But a smile breaks over heaven 
At the new-bom harmony. 
Por all evil is the wrappage 
And the husk of some great good — 
Is the Devil's ware and dishes 
Which God filleth with sweet food. 
And your grim, old, black, sin-goblets 
Shall be brimm'd with richest wine ; 
And all evil things shall vanish. 
And be lost in the Divine ! 



» 
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Evil Spirits, 
But the soul that now is given us 
To torment, and tempt, and try, — 
We will rack until he wishes 
To be quit of us — and die ! 

MiNisTERiNa Sfibit. 
But the soul that now is given you 
To torment, and tempt, and try, 
Shall come from you bright as glances 
From a merry, laughing eye ; 
Shall come luminous as moonbeams 
Through a rack of clouds and glooms, 
And triumphant as bright spirits 
Winging upward from their tombs. 
Not a trap you shall lay for him, 
But a treasure he shall find ; 
Not a cloud shall ever haimt him, 
But a star shaU lurk behind ; 
Not a tempest, but a rainbow 
Shall its cloudy glooms beguile ; 
And your woes shall serve as pillow 
To a bright and infant smile ! 
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ScEKE VII. — A Boom looking upon a Fuhlic Street. Night. 

Alexis dUme, 
Whence come these dark misgivings — this strange dread — 
These sudden chills, and creepings of a fear 
I never felt till now ; as though the heavens 
Were muttering silent thunders o*er my head, 
Too black to meet the eye of Gt)d ; too deep 
For heaven, with all its stars, to hear and live ? 
Has the great evil woven round my soul 
A spell of Pandemonium, and a shroud 
Eramed of the glooms and horrors that surround 
His gleaming palace-home, like smoke round fire, 
That I should feel thus namelessly immersed, 
Baptised in horrent shadows and dim dreads ? 
^hy do I feel so lonely in the world ? 
Is the great charnel tenantless, and I 
The one sole living thing amid its bones, 
Its faded velvets, and its rotten biers P 

My riven soul is like a world destroyed, 

Eilled with still smoking craters, lava-washed, 

Strewn o'er with sand, all smoke-imbrown'd and burnt, 

With bright fire-splinters lighting up the waste. 

My very light is darkness ; and my hopes 

All turn'd to ashes of a fire extinct ; 

And joys descend upon me, like snow-flakes 
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Upon a sable robe — soon melting off, 

Bright but by contrast — leaving spots behind ! 

My heart bath shed its pleasures, like a horse 
Its midnight rider, that still plungeth on. 
Champing the darkness through the narrow lanes. 
Thick set with thorns : on, on unto a land 
Of hungry pitfalls, and aU-gulphing night. 

Flora ! my Flora ! Oh that thou wert here 

To pillow my sad head upon thy breast ; 

And with its heavings shake my achings off. 
\ For thou wouldst be to me as light from Heayen 
^ Shining through dungeon-grates on living eyes ; 

Wouldst melt the ice about my heart, like Spring, 

And let the flowers all flush up into life ; 

"Wouldst trample on the glooms around my soul, 

Like daylight upou darkness ; and the prints 

Of thy sweet feet would be like stars at night, 

jOr like bright primroses on sun-bumt banks ; 

Thy voice would hush the clamours of my soul. 

Turning them all to music ; and thine eyes, 

With all their meek love-glances, would infuse 

A holy light into my life, like that 

Which shakes the darkness from the chisell'd forms 

In burial vaults, and shows the prayer-clasp' d hands, 

The patient attitude and upturn' d eye. 

O wert thou with me, I might yet be blessed ! 
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My heart would then be all rimmed round with light. 
Thy love would hang upon it, like the moon 
On heaven's dark concave through a Winter's night ; 
And I should go on singing through the world, 
Like mountain streams in June, all laughingly, 
And rippled o'er with dimples ; and my life 
Would be like bees in sultry Summer time, 
Brown-barred, but rich and rough with jagged gold. 

But as it is, I feel too much alone. 
My life is but a phantom-dream, and I 
Am nothing but a shadow among things. 
Gliding through Time, — ^a Night without a star. . 
Por I have been a worshipper of thought, 
Until thoughts are my only store of wealth, — 
Mere scintillations, like the Northern lights, 
Bright without warmth, leaving no after-prints, 
Like mighty deeds, whose vestiges remain 
When they are not. Therefore this discontent. 
This yearning want, this wide vacuity. 

All things reproach, and all admonish me. 

The outer world is real ; but that within 

Is — nay, I am wearied out with saying what ! 

We stretch our arms, and clasp an empty void ; 

We search for truth, and lo ! the infinite ; 

We seek the soul of beauty, and behold 

A skull ! We question all things of the life 
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That is within them : — they return blank stares. 
Perpetual seekers, but without success, 
We dive down into the inane profound, 
Groping for that we never, never touch ; 
While merry nature laughs us in the face, 
And with her every smile repeats, " Thou fool ! " 

Oh ! I have flung me at a mountain's foot 

In the still moonlight, and have wept aloud 

At my own littleness and vanity. 

" Thou a philosopher, forsooth ! '* I said, 

" What hast thou found in that dim world of thine, 

Aught half so true and stable as this hill ? " 

And there it stood, lifting its jagged peak 

Proudly aloft' into the azure dark. 

Fronting the universe, and welcoming, 

With rugged bluffhess, the coquettish light 

That danced with child-like glee about its head, 

Folding its robe of pines around its breast — 

A stately, proud, strong something in the world, 

And not like me, a poor, soul-sicklied thought ! 

And I have gone out in the winter's storms, 
And felt the winds all smite me in the face. 
And writhed beneath the buffetings of hail, 
And heard the creaking branches of the trees. 
Groan out their " Shame ! " upon me as I pass'd, 
And gone home^ like an idler, to his meal. 
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And I have met the Summer, fill'd with shame, 
Have seen her fling her bright, transparent robe — 
Her woof of sunbeams o'er the ruddy West, 
And gather round her her grand veil of stars ; 
Have seen her, when she first awoke at mom, 
Marshal her pageantry around her steps, 
And come upon the semi-sleeping world 
Chanting loud poeans unto God on high, 
With sad heart-shudders, and with self-reproach. 
And I have seen the Spring come slanting up, 
Looking askance, half veiling her sweet face, 
Like pouting beauties frowning on their charms ; 
As if she feared her beaming looks would blind 
And madden half the shivering world, if she 
Came up jfrom her bright realm too suddenly ; 
Have seen her nimble fingers spin the leaves 
That were to mantle half the happy year 
In greenery ; and watched her as she went 
Smiling upon her little family 
Of early fiowers, with thoughts that were akin 
To anguish — till she wrapped her garments round, 
And, with a smile, went off into the blue ; 
Leaving the Summer to complete the task, 
The handicraft of love she had begun. 

And I have seen the long-loved Autumn come 
Eed-faced and jovial o'er the waving com ; 
Have seen the orchards bend beneath hi» wealth, 
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And ancient bams look pursy with their stores, 

Have seen him with remorse, and heard him say 

" Where are thy treasures, friend ? Hast aught to show ? 

Is the world better for thy being ? Come ! 

Empty thy pockets — fling thy apples out ! " 

And gone off, saying to myself, 

" lily garden is a worthless waste as yet, 

Growing but two things only — namely weeds, 

And sickly plants that never yet have flower'd." 

I am disgusted both with my pursuits 

And with myself. What have I done for any living thing 

That I should still live on among the rest. 

And draw up nourishment from all around 

Yielding no increase — not a fruit or flower. 

Or brightening presage, or young, round soul-bud 

As promises of growing after-wealth, 

But sad and uttermost sterility. 

'Tis true that I have thought. But to what end ? 

I have been plunging in the depths of being, 

Seeking for knowledge that I never foimd. 

While the sweet upper world has been at work. 

Each doing, and each suffering for the whole. 

All things have been enigmas unto me, 
And I have spent my soul in their solution ; 
Leaving them all but unsolved riddles still ; — 
Have gone into the outer world of thought. 
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And come back empty-handed, like the rest, 

Bearing an unwise blank upon my face — 

A look of wonder at the universe — 

And the young streams have laugh'd at me in sport, 

And gone on prattling their sweet Summer talk. 

Saying unto me, " Dreamer ! make a song. 

Thou wilt not work. Do something. Thou canst sing. 

Strike us a note or two from those long strings 

Of under-harmony thou must have touched. 

And tell us why the world is as it is ; 

Or give us a slight hint about the soul. 

Thou art a player in the universe : 

Grive us thy part, for thou hast studied it. 

The world is but a drama, full of acts ; 

We are but actors in the * make up ' scenes ; 

While thou — friend — ^thou hast stood on the stage-front, 

And hadst the noblest passages to speak ; 

But this thou didst disdain : for thy great soul 

Could never brook to act another's thought 

Unquestion'd, — ^though that other was thy G-od ! 

But thou — of course — must needs be critic too. 

Well, friend! What of the plot ? What of the plot ? 

Is it * all true to nature,' — and so forth ? 

Thou canst not have been idle all this time, — 

Thou surely hast a word to say — speak out ! " 

Thus all things banter me ; and my own heart 
Adds venom to the sting. Por all my days 
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Have gone like dreamless sleeps — deep questionings, 
Whose answers were but questions deeper still. 

Thus hath all been a bootless want of faith, 
A querulous negation in the world, 
And " Question " is the upshot of it all. 
Grand consummation this of all my hopes ! 
Most glorious product of a life of toil ! 
An empty vat refuseth to be filled, 
Because, forsooth, it knows not why it should ! 
A stubborn harpstring will not yield a sound. 
Though its own maker's finger striketh it ; 
Because — oh ! I could laugh in bitterness — 
It knows not all the laws of harmony ! 
The finite finds it cannot comprehend 
The infinite — ^and grumbles doleful things ! 

Oh ! I have play'd the fool unto myself; 
Have tried in vain to clutch the burning stars, 
And left the fruit to rot within my grasp ; 
Have said unto the measureless, " My friend ! " 
And left my true friend knocking at the door ; 
Have striven after the impossible. 
And left the bright, imperishable gem 
To gather darkness underneath my feet. 
Fool ! Pool that I have been ! Vain empty fool ! 
Believing nothing that I could not grasp, 
Calling all false, I could not \inderstand, 
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Seeking the inner laws that bind all things, 

And treating with contempt the things themselves 

Staring adown the vistas of the soul 

In hope of seeing truth, and gazing up 

"With most impotent eye and feeble mind 

The infinite expanse to find out God, 

While He, in act of friendship, laid His hand 

Upon my arm, until I shook him off. 

The truth that came to me unsought I spurned : 

I valued nothing that I did not seek. 

And never found the thing that I had sought. 

The soul can ask what it can never solve ; 

And I vext mine with problems out of reach — 

The Source of Being and Eternity, 

Man, G-od, the Universe, the Infinite, 

The soul of Good and Evil, and their Laws, 

And the relations of the One to All, 

And of the All to One, and the deep cause 

From which this net-work of relations sprang, 

And all the mighty web of influence 

Which God is ever weaving round the world, 

Where suns make out the pattern, and where stars 

Flame out in bright relief. These were my themes. 

And, like an idiot weeping for the moon, 

I went off wailing that I wanted more, 

Immeasurably more than I could have. 

The bird was dumb, because it could not drown 

The rattling thunder with its evening song ; 



NIGHT AND THE SOUL. 95 

And the bright butterfly refiised to spread 

The velvet splendour of its plumes, because 

It could not put the sun out with its wings. 

And when at length I roused me from my dream, 

And walked out in the woods for solacement. 

The very winds laughed at me ; and the flowers 

Smiled up a keen rebuke, for they had grown 

Beneath the hand of God, and spum'd it not ; 

Had filled the measure of their being up 

And asked not Wherefore they should shoot and bud : 

And everything within the landscape seem'd 

A glittering reproach ; for they all lived 

As they were pre-ordained, and questioned not — 

Breathing expositors of their G-od's will. 

They had not crossed His purposes like me. 

They had not quarrelled with themselves, and with 

Their Maker, and the universe, because 

It was too vast to play at hide and seek. 

And would not yield its secret up to them. 

And I crept through them, like a guilty spy, 

Who had done nothing in the world but peep, 

And had seen nothing to reward the act. 

The very grass I trod beneath my feet 

Seem'd conscious of my presence ; and the woods, 

With all their thousand voices seem'd to mock 

And to contemn my vain, o'er-bloated pride. 

Asking me, * Hast thou quite exhausted truth. 

And scanned the secrets of the infinite, 



96 NIGHT AND THE SOUL. 

And scooped the immeasurable waters out, 
Laying their beds bare with thy cockle-shell ? 
And are the purposes of God exposed, 
Hence and for evermore to curious eyes ; 
And all the mysteries of the world explained ; 
And life become the merest daily drudge 
Stripp'd of its dark-sublime relationships ? 
Hast thou found out the secret walks of G-od, 
And trodden down the plants of His own rearing. 
And flung the gate wide open, so that all 
May see Him busy at His endless task, 
Creating, guarding, and ordaining all ? * 
Until I fled from Nature as from Doom, 
And plung'd into the vortex of the towns, 
Hoping to drown the voice of self-reproach 
Amid the jar of battling interests ; 
And drawn a veil of smoke between myself 
And the all-conscious glance of star-eyed heaven : 
Saying unto my soul — * Here I shall find 
Shams like myself — men who have thrown away 
Huge fragments of their life in vain pursuits. 
And found themselves the poorer for their toil. 
And flung the dice of life up in disgust.' 
But no ! I found all eagerly at work, 
And though my motives had been high as heaven. 
And theirs were sordid as a miser's hoards. 
Yet they had bravely won while I had lost. 
They had gone down into the field of Time, 
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And oome off oonqoerors, while I ma fofled. 
Thej had been workers, and the nniyene 
Was grateful to them as it is for stars. 

Fhilosophj ! Fhilosophj ! Deep fool ! 

Thou most profound of all inanities ! 

G-reat bankrupt ! Soul-deluding fiend ! Ah why 

Hast thou thus robb'd me of mj early jears. 

Fringing the pathway of despair with flowers, 

Strewing thj hollow reeds across the gulph, 
I Bobing Corruption in a doth of gold, 
\ And painting the pale cheeks of pain with bloom ? 

Why didst thou conjure up thy phantom forms, 

Thy false, and fair appearances of truth. 

Thy bright enchanted scenes of loveliness. 

Wrapping me in an atmosphere of light. 

But to delude me with thy hollow vaunts ; 

And then, when I had come to worship thee, 

Veil thyself o'er in shadows, and depart, 

' Leaving me on a narrow neck of land — 

The black and roaring waters at my feet. 

And the eternal thunders o'er my head ; — 

The puppet of the monetary stars. 

The butt of nature, and the fool of time. 

That sapient idiot — a philosopher ! 

Thus has it ever been with all who thought, — 
With those who strove to battle with the soul, 
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And wring from it the secret talisman 

That should unfold to view the under-world 

Of causes, and occult relationships ; 

And show things as they are within themselves, 

And not as they appear to vulgar eyes. 

All earnest spirits have gone down to death 

With a terrific curse upon their lips, 

An imprecation on thy broken vows. 

Thou mist-brow'd Sophist ! thou expiring lie ! 

Thine humbler sister. Science, hath advanced, 

"While thou hast dwindled with the march of moons. 

The socket is approach'd, and thou art doom'd 

To flicker thy pale light a moment more 

Dimly enough ! and then die out in smoke ! 

Hast thou not cheated all, from Thales, and 

Anaximander, Anaximenes, 

And (legend-clouded name) Pythagoras, 

Down to the latest speculator's dream, 

In that great land of dreamers — Germany ? 

Is not thy mighty roll of names a cheat — 

A miserable record of the pranks 

A certain pale flame play'd upon a marsh. 

Where all the mighty of the earth were swamp*d ? 

Are not the great names of thy progeny 

Mournful as dates upon a coffin lid ? 

Most mighty ships, but stranded into wrecks ; 

Bright hopes, but dissipated like the mists ; 

Sweet dreams, but gone like last year's midnight tolls, 



NIGHT AND THE SOUL. 99 

Pass'd off into the breath of bygone winds ; 

Thy Plato, Zeno, and thy Socrates, 

Thy sceptics, cynics, sophists, and the hosts 

Of sects that parcell'd out the ancient world, 

"What were they but gigantic arms outstretched 

To clasp a melting cloud — ^a puff of air ? 

Those lofty ones that panted for the truth. 

And question' d all things, waiting in a hush 

Por those responses which were never heard, 

Gazing with earnest eyes towards thy fanes 

For aboriginal and primal facts, 

And all the raw materials out of which 

The texture of the universe was spun ; 

Not satisfied with picking up loose pearls, 

Which Science threadeth on her lengthening string ; 

But plunging into the remorseless sea. 

And groping in her halls for hoards at once, 

Asking of all her echoless prpfpmid, 

•How they were fashion' d forth, and whence they came. 

Alas ! they found the soul broad as a Sun 

In questionings ; but puny in result. 

High spiring pinnacles glance up at heaven, 

"With narrow dormitories fit for dolls, 

A palace guesteth nothing but a mouse. 

And one poor minnow wags his tail alone. 

In a wide-spreading lake, that might reveal 

The huge proportions of the rounded hills. 

And bosom night herself with all her stars ! 



100 NIGHT AND THE SOUL. 

They found that we are so enwrapp'd in self, 

That the whole world is but its duplicate ; 

That the soul seeth nothing but the soul, 

And that things are to it but what they seem ; 

That we know nothing of the outer world 

But what the inner world enstamps 

"With her own seal, and moulds unto herself; 

That the eye seeth just what fits the eye ; 

That the mind knoweth just what fits the mind ; 

That the soul flings her image on the rim 

And outer edge of all things, and looks out 

Through her sense-windows on herself — no more ! 

The world is what she makes it to herself, 

Something, or nothing, as the whim may be ; 

That certitude is unattainable. 

And self IB the beginning and the end. 

The Alpha, and Omega, and the all. 

The right hand clasps the left — and all is done ; 

And outer things are shadows but of this ! 

No sight so sad on all the sands of time 
As the deep footprints of these mighty ones, 
All tending to one point, through varying paths, 
Led on by thee, most false Philosophy, 
Huge-promising, and non-performing fiend ! 
For they all wander'd in their lofty quest 
Till their foot dangled over the abyss. 
And tlie upheaving gulph was full in view, 
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While that they had pursued went floating o'er, 

Like Summer vapour, to the other side. 

And the eternal stars look'd calmly on, 

Inviting them to cross the roaring deep 

And eat the fruits of knowledge in their midst, 

For they had come up face to face with death, 

And saw that only he possess* d the keys 

Of highest knowledge, of truth absolute ; 

That he could loose the trammels of the soul — 

He only — that to him alone was given 

The power to break the mud-crust of their cell, 

And let them soar and sing for evermore ! 

They saw this and acknowledged it. And he 

Smiled on them, calling them his " dearest friends," 

And laid his white hand on their bending heads, 

G-iving them all his blessing. Wherefore they, 

And all who foUow them, return again 

Unto the laughing upper-world, pale-brow'd, 

And circled in a misty atmosphere. 

With deep eyes looking into distant night — 

Children of death, and bearing on their face 

The impress of his pale, transparent hand ! 
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ScETJE YIll.— As before. Night. 

Alexis looking on the Passers-by. 

ThuB they stream on — on through the darkened world- 
Live lightnings rushing through long lanes of night — 
Bright meteors dancing on the Infinite, 
The heritors of the eternal thrones ; 
Princes, whose sovereignty shall still endure 
When the stars sicken at the name of Night, 
And the pale universe, with outstretch' d arms. 
Sinks with a death-groan on the breast of God. 

Thus they stream on ! And still the old world laughs 

And calls them pigmies and ephemera. 

Cycles of ages had bedeck' d her head 

"With coronals before their fathers were, 

And she will laugh around the grave of all ; 

But the smile smites herself. For are they not 

Her masters, not her slaves ? Aye, are they not ? 

What, though they all go down to night and death, 

While she still fans her in the upper air ; 

What, though whole millions drop into the dark, 

While centuries hang round her like idle wreaths, 

They are the orphans of Eternity, 

And wait the term of their outlawry here, 

Coming from out of shadow in a night, 
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And passing into it again at morn — 
There to sleep on until the Birthday comes, 
And they are call*d unto the courts on high, 
Where they shall reign for ever, while the voids 
And booming blanks are begging for a world. 

Thus they stream on ! Each soul a universe ; 

Each man a microcosm of the whole, 

Of all that is, or can be, here below. 

Or in the great hereafter. Hell, earth, heaven, 

All blended and concentrated in one. 

And looking out of eyes that meet me now ! 

Cherub and Seraph— hierarchies of these 

Lay slumbering in the compass of a soid ; 

Grand possibilities — ^Aurelias 

Destined, perchance, to flash out into heavens ! 

Thus they stream on ; And tramp the world for pence. 

With unclaim'd acreage of stars at hand ; 

With constellations waiting for a lord ; 

And God Himself, with, bounteous eye and hand 

Casting the seed into the eternal soil 

For them to reap and gamer evermore ; 

Their wealth stiU growing, like the universe. 

Prom seedlings into suns ; £rom suns to systems. 

Thus they stream on ! Aye, ever, ever thus. 
Witless archangels playing pitch and toss, 
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Or devils fingering marbles ! Ever thus ! 

Great lights play round them from their unseen crowns ; 

Great destinies hang over them like clouds ; 

And they go scrambling on for halfpence still ; 

All arms and legs, and scampering eagerness, 

And puny, impotent relinquishments ; 

While round-fiiced suns break into merriment, 

Saying unto each other, " Oh, what fools ! '* 

Thus they stream on ! All mantled round by time. 
Like god-lings buried to the neck in leaves, 
"With brows the sun might bless himself to see, 
And eyes in which the stars might lose themselves ; 
Kings, with a beggar's wallet at their back ; 
Princes and potentates, disporting rags ; 
Crown'd monarchs, begging at their palace-gate. 
And taking crumbs from menials, with a bow ! 

Thus they stream on ! All gasping out for wealth ; 
For the poor pittance of a niggard world, 
"While vacant empires cry aloud for lords. 
And sceptres are piled up in heaven, star-high. 
Waiting for faithful hands to grasp, and wield. 

Thus they stream on ! On through the darken' d world ; 
Eeeling, mad-drunk ; and fill'd with harlotries. 
With the great Sisters hanging on each arm, — 
Eternity, and the starr'd Infinite, — 
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Saying unto them, " Brothers, dwell with us." 

On through the darkened world. Their country house, 

Now grown too mighty for their tenancy, 

In whose apartments they are lost ; and gaze 

With eyes of wonder on their stores of wealth — 

Strangers unto their own. 

Ah ! it is sad. 
That of all things man only should be poor. 
The world is rich in gladness and in smiles ; 
While he — sad fool-^goes mourning all his days. 
Daily the sun flings out his laughing light ; 
And all the clouds catch up the jocund hues. 
And dance along the sympathetic heavens, 
Like cheeks puff'd out with laughter. And at night, 
The moon smiles on the stars ; and they on her ; 
And all the streams on both. Old hoary woods, 
And brooks for ever young ; and birds, and bees. 
And winds, and all the ceaseless hum of time 
Give out sweet gratulations unto all — 
OutweUings of a joyance overbrimm'd — 
Heart-flutters in a boundless hymn of praise. 
While Man? Ha! Ha! Well what of Atw ? Aye what ? 
Can he not laugh ? Yes ! till the houses ring. 
An angel lost a lofty throne in heaven, 
And came down doubling peal on gusty peal. 
Saying that all were mad who dwelt up there ! 
Cometh the laughter jfresh up from the heart. 
Or is it but the idiotic smile 
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Set on a maniac's features, but to say 

The soul is not at liberty just now ? 

Can he laugh ? He — great bankrupt of all time, — 

Sole dissonance in world-wide choristries : 

He who had all, and lost it on a throw ; 

He to whom day was given as a guide, 

And night as finend and teacher, — he who smote 

Joy in the face, and would have none of her, — 

Great pupil of all times. "What does he now ? 

Sits burly in the sunshine, paring sticks, 

And then looks up and laughs ! 

Ha ! Dreaming still P 
And am I doom'd to dream for ever thus ; 
To fold my arms, and let the world go by 
Like a great holiday pageant in the sun, 
Till Time begins to stroke me with his wand. 
Into a mass of bent decrepitude P 

Has this great clattering workshop nought for me 

But the prerogative of looking on ? 

"Was I sent out of old eternities 

But to cry " foul play ! " to the universe, 

And then go puling off into the shades 

With a lie rotting on my wither' d lips P 

"What right have I to mark the earnest brow. 

And earth-bent eye of fellow men, and say 

" Te are expending energies for nought. 

Tossing your arms in vortexes of winds. 
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And fronting walls of water ? " Are they not 
Working for time, and all times with their might, 
With heart and soul, and eye, and hand, and brain ? 
What, though their destinies to them are skies 
To those who moil on underground with lamps. 
And all high hopes are unseen stars in heaven. 
Yet are they working upward towards the sun, 
And carving with their hands a fane for G-od 1 
Their acts are one with Nature's — one with His. 
Their souls, pent-up volcanoes, till they burst. 
Gather in elemental fire, and then 
Pling out huge legacies of solid rock. 
To crumble into soil for future flowers. 
What though s^Z/* underlies their deed. 
Like mud the silver surface of a lake. 
When heaven itself shines on it day and night. 
And sun and moon pass over it in turns, 
And a whole sky of stars looks on its deeps 
A whole night long in breathless ecstasy. 
And then, when daylight comes, goes off to God 
To say what mirrors earth holds in her halls ? 
What, though the tree be rooted in foid slime, 
If its great upper branches swing in heaven. 
With rainbows for young blossoms, and with suns 
For ripen'd fruit ? 

[-4 loT^paiue, dwring which he walks to and fro in a troubled manner. 
Is there no help for this ? 
And am I doom'd to hear the hinges grate, 
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Stirr'd by the ghostly hand of mighty winds, 
"While the door opens not, but grinds, and grinds, 
As if to tell me I am prisoner here, 
Beyond the reach of hope, or solacement ? 
Soul ! Soul ! Fling thyself out of this ! Dash through 
The window-panes, out, out into the light, — 
Into the breathing world of shapes and deeds, 
And leave thy ceU self-dungeon* d here behind ! 
' Out, out at once, and look not back again, 
Lest thou, like Lot's wife, art transform'd to stone, 
And stand upon the waste- world of the plain. 
Like a lank finger pointing at the moon ! 
Plee from the doomed city — ^from the homes 
Of pale idolatries, and self-sick night ; 
Flee from thyself, and from the poison'd air 
Of o'erwrought thought into the world of deeds ! 
Strike up the arm that smites thee on the mouth, 
And flings thee panting on the jagged rocks ! 
Off with thy thinkings, and go out to work — 
Out to the solid world. [Another pome. 

And what means this ? 
Am I to leave my soul behind, and go 
Stripp'd for the task, a bundle of strong bones. 
Of rounded muscles, and of well-strung nerves ? 
Wherefore call ye this thing that toils thus— Man ? 
Is it in bitter mockery, or sport ? 
This grave spade-wielder, tlfis food-grinding churl, 
Whose mechanism morning sets to work, 
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And evening finds stretch' d in a snoring sleep ? 
Is this to live ? And were we sent from heaven, 
Like "Winter snow-flakes through the fields of air, 
But to alight on dung-hills, and expire ? 
Shall I join Donkeydom, and learn to bray 
At all things greater, nobler than myself. 
And be a beast of burden, — not a soul 
Endow' d with eyes and hands ? [Another pcmte. 

Nay! Nay! What then? 
Live as I have lived, scooping water up. 
To see it trickle through my fingers, thus : — 

[Pov/rs water into his hand. 
And be a shrivell'd weed to cling around 
A cog of the great world's revolving wheel ? 

Or is it possible to wed great thought 

To noble action, and to make them one ? 

And if it were, what purpose would it serve 

To a mad world that clings unto the past. 

Like a young starveling to his mother's rags. 

And is drawn forward unto nobler aims 

As willingly as Hector was, behind 

The chariot wheels of his great Grecian foe ? 

Wed thought to action ? Make them one ? Ha I Ha I 

Cork thunder in a bottle ; and go round 

With phials labell'd Lightning in your hand ! 
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Scene IX. — A Bcmquet Boom, Night. 
Charles, Henby, Edward, Amelia, Mary, &c. 

Henry. Night has come down upon us like a guest : 
The stars are trembling in the cope of heaven ; 
And the light winds sing their low lullabies 
Unto the sleeping flowers. The moon has come 
Climbing the tree-tops to look in on as, 
And the wine sparkles goldenly jt her. 
Our talk has been a wealthy summer-time 
Aflush with flowers, and mellow-tasting fruits. 
But now a chilling silence hath crept in, 
Like Winter to a garden ! Drive it hence ! 
Euffle the plumage of this bird of night 
With a great gust of song ! 

All. A song ! A song ! 

Let music fill up all the gaps of life. 
Edward begin. 

Edward. 
A bank of flowers ! A bank of flowers ! 

And sunshine steeping the Summer hours ; 
Sunshine gambolling up with the clouds, 

Shining on river, and cottage, and hall ; 
Sunshine laughing in wrinkled old lanes, 

And wagging the beard of the waterfall ; 
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Sunshine dancing along the sea ; 

Sunshine filling the cup of the air ; 
Sunshine glinting along the leaves — 

Sunshine, sunshine — everywhere ! 

And a maiden sits on the bank of flowers, 

Looses her tresses, and clasps her white hands. 
Thrills at the glory that fills the blue sky. 

Smiles at the smile of the shining lands. 
Her cheek is just wetted with tears of bliss. 

There is sunshine without, and sunshine within ; — 
Ah ! who could think in a scene like this 

That the world had been blotted and marr'd by sin ? 
Her eyelashes tremble, her ruddy lips move, — 

What beauty, what bliss to the summer are given ! 
Ah ! which is the fairest — this sun-gilded globe — 

Or tiie pink-clouded porch of yon golden-brow' d heaven ? 
The maiden sits, and clasps her white hands, 

(With very joy her heart is brimming,) 
And the light in the soft, deep blue of her eye 

Like a star in a sea of bliss is swimming. 
But a snake glides out of a clump of flowers. 

And his gold and purples might match the skies ; — 
Oh ! the glory that gleams o'er the sleek-mail'd sides, 

Oh ! the mocking light of his wierd-like eyes ! 

A wreath of snow ! A wreath of snow ! 
Darkness above, and night below ! 
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Snow on the mountains, and snow on the vales ; 

Snow upon moorland, and cottage, and hall, — 
Prost over all, choking up the old lanes, 

And stiffening the beard of the waterfall. 
Snow marking the marge of the sullen sea ; 

Snow piercing the gloom of the midnight air ; 
Snow lining the ribs of the moaning trees. 
Above and below 
Nothing but snow, 
And winter and darkness — everywhere ! 

And the maiden sits on a wreath of snow, 

Looses her tresses, and clasps her thin hands, 
Trembles to look on the great black sky. 

Shivers to see the ghostly lands. 
Her cheek is just wetted with tears of woe ; 

There is terror without and darkness within, — . 
Oh ! who could think, in a scene like this. 

That the world had known anything else but sin ? 
Her eyelashes tremble, her pallid lips move, — 

What fear, and what terror to winter are given ! 
Oh ! which is the darkest — ^this sun-orphan' d globe — 

Or the black-clouded porch of yon angry-brow' d 
heaven ? 
The maiden sits and clasps her thin hands, 

(With very woe her heart is brimming,) 
And the light in the anguish' d blue of her eye, 

Like a corpse in a troubled sea is swimming. 
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But no snake glides out of the wreath of snow, 
With its gold and purples to match the skies ; 

Por ah ! it has done its hateful task, 

With the mocking light of those wierd-like eyes ! 

Charles. Sorrow and sin — an old tale, friend of mine. 
Methinks a song clear as a silver lake 
With one star on it would befit this night. 

Senry, Aye night has been good to us. Let her go 
Hung round with songs as mom will be with flowers. 
Come butterflies of poesy, arise ; 
Spread out your light-involved wings, and soar. 
And let the night trail into golden day. 
With her skirts stiffened with soul-jewelry ! 

Amelia, Edward has struck the key. Come, Henry, sing ; 
And I will wander through the harp's sweet strings, 
Like the low wind in May among the flowers, 
Or like the murmur of the starlit sea, 
To the soft warble of the nightingale. 

Senry, Ah, thus invited, who could e'isr resist ? 

Thou pleadest, love, and all things plead ; 

Tor what is life but endless needing ? 
AU worlds have wants beyond themselves. 

And live by ceaseless pleading. 

The earth yearns towards the sun for light, 
The stars all tremble towards each other ; 
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And every moon that shines to-night 
Hangs trembling on an elder brother. 

Flowers plead for graee to live ; and bees 
Plead for the tinted domes of flowers ; 

Streams rush into the big-soul' d seas ; 
The seas yearn for the golden hours. 

The moon pleads for her preacher, Night ; 

Old ocean pleadeth for the moon ; 
Noon flies into the shades for rest ; 

The shades seek out the noon. 

Life is an everlasting seeking, 

Souls seek, and pant, and plead for truth. 
Youth hangeth on the skirts of age, 

Age yeameth still towards youth. 

And thus all cling unto each other ; 

For nought from all things else is riven. 
Heaven bendeth o'er the prostrate earth, 

Earth spreads her arms towards heaven. 

So, do thou bend above me, love. 
And I will bless thee from afar ; 

Thou shalt be heaven, and I the sea 
That bosometh the star. 
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Charles, Cold, Henry, cold, and philosophical. 
Thou art a very Newton in thy love. 
Come lighlt thy pipe, and take thy lady's hand. 
And use it for a stopper — as he did ! 
Spinoza laugh'd to see the spiders fight. 
Sages do silly things sometimes I think, — 
iN'ought half so foolish as to fall in love ! 
To think of bringing dust from ancient tomes, 
To lay it on a lady's spotless glove, 
And hope that she will love you for its eake ! 
Lore must be fresh to win a lady's heart, 
Eresh as she is, and sparkling like the dew. 
There is new wisdom in a lovely face 
That shames the old for ever, — drives it back 
Into the Titan-world of dim old shapes. 
Love liveth in to-day, and in to-morrow. 
And yesterday is nothing to the heart. 
Hegel and Fichte in a lady's bower 
Are blocks of marble to a gay parterre. 
Love smileth on the bright and blooming flowers. 
And leaveth truth to fester with their roots. 
It looks not to the wherefore, but shines on, 
Like yonder moon, in spite of all the creeds. 
To me the universe is one great heart ; 
And love the only passion of the spheres. 
The winds but whisper one soul-stirring word ; 
The trees all bend their stately heads to this ; 
Old Ocean heaves it from his panting breast ; 

1 2 
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The flowers all breathe it in their restless sleep ; 

And the great tongue of Night that sounds in " stars " 

Singeth this one word only. — ^It is Love I 

Edward, Come, grumbler, sing thyself, a song in which 
Love shall come leaping from thy throbbing lines 
Like the young soul of music from a harp ! 

Charles. 
Thy hand! Thy hand! Thy lily hand, 

It flushes all my brow. 
Thy voice ! Thy voice 1 Thy silver voice. 

It thrills my spirit now. 
A joy hath grown up in my heart, 

It fans my life to bliss ; 
It is the infant of thy lips — 

The baby of thy kiss ! 
And it hath ruffled o'er my soul. 

And drawn forth all its powers, 
Like July-winds upon the lips 

Of golden-hearted flowers. 

Bend o'er me with those starry eyes, 

Those eyelids milky white ; 
Sink on my storm-impassion'd breast. 

Like a peace-giving night : 
Bend o'er me with thy sky-like brow, 

Which all the stars might seek : — 
Bend o'er me ; — ^let thy golden hair 

Trail on my burning cheek. 
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My heart leaps towards thee, as the sea 

Pants at the maiden moon ; 
A swimming haze comes o'er my soul, 
Like a great sultry noon : 
And all my life is lined with music-bars, 
Fack'd with sweet notes that tremble like the stars ! 

Mary, Now I will sing a song of Winter-time. 
Poor Edith gave it me before she died. 
Alexis wrote it for her, I was told. 

I stand beside thy lonely grave, my love. 

The wet lands stretch below me like a bog ; 
Darkness comes showering down upon me fast ; 

The wind is whining like a houseless dog ; — 
The cold, cold wind is whining round thy grave, 

It comes up wet, and dripping from the fen ; 
The tawny twilight creeps into the dark, 

Like a dun, angry lion to his den. 

There is a forlorn moaning in the air — 

A sobbing round the spot where thou art sleeping ; 
There is a dull glare in the wintry sky. 

As though the eye of heaven were red with weeping. 
Sharp gusts of tears come raining from the clouds. 

The ancient church looSs desolate and wild ; 
There is a deep, cold shiver in the eartii. 

As though the great world hunger'd for her diiid. 
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The very trees fling their gaunt arms on high, 

Calling for Summer to come back again ; 
Earth cries that Heaven has quite deserted her, 

Heaven answers but in showers of drizzling rain. 
The rain comes plashing on my pallid face ; 

Night, like a witch, is squatting on the ground ; 
The storm is rising, and its howling wail 

Goes baying round her, like a hungry hound. 

The clouds, like grim, black fiices, come and go. 

One tall tree stretches up against the sky ; 
It lets the rain through, like a trembling hand 

Pressing thin fingers on a watery eye. 
The moon came, but shrank back, like a young girl 

Who has burst in upon funereal sadness ; 
One star came — Cleopatra-like, the Night 

Swallow'd this one pearl in a fit of madness. 
And here I stand, the weltering heaven above, 
Beside thy lonely grave, my lost, my buried love ! 

Henry. Ah ! like Alexis — pack'd with crowded thought ; 
Dark, and yet radiant, like an eagle's plumes, 
Scarr'd by the lightnings it was playing with. 
I saw him with a letter in his hand : 
He said it came from Edith — she was dead. 

Mary, I sat with her that April night she died. 
The moon was up, and all the stars were out. 
The new year swath'd in moonbeams, like a babe 
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Play'd with the early flowers ; then wept soft tears. 

There was a ruffling as of wings outside — 

Of holy angels' wings. Earth seem*d near heaven. 

A wind was ramhling up among the clouds, 

A wreath of glory lay athwart the East, 

Like a great prophet's robe, and spoke of mom, — 

Of mom and of the stars, — of earth and heaven. 

Streamers kept coming through the gate of night, 

Couriers of mercy from star-palaces. 

The world seem'd lifted in the arms of prayer 

All sobbing, to the lap of mother heaven. 

Like a dear tearful child that has made peace. 

It was a holy night. She told me all* 

" A packet for Alexis, when I 'm dead." 

And then the fair one spoke to me of God, 

And of his angels, — of the thrones and crowns, 

And of the bliss supernal of the skies. 

She seem'd more like an angel come from heaven 

Than a poor spirit who was travelling there. 

There was a gentle wisdom in her speech, 

A wisdom soft as feather-footed sleep. 

There was a great white spirit in the skies, — 

So the sweet prattler said, — who, night by night. 

Smiled on her from behind the little moon ; 

And thrust his mighty hand below the stars. 

To lift her to her sapphire seat in heaven. 

He drew dream-curtains back, and she could see 

Great crowds of happy faces smiling through, 
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Stretching white arms to welcome her above. 
And then there came a pause — ^a long, long pause. 
Methought the night stood still, starr'd as she was, 
And hush'd the winds, as a Queen Mother might 
The noisy babble of her happy babes, 
To let a sad procession pass in peace ; — 
And I grew dizzy. 

From the bed arose 
A sweet, wild sound, like that the zephyrs make 
When they come crowding on the wind-harp*s strings. 
Then all was silent. And her eyes were fix*d. 
Trembling no more like starlight in the dew. 
One arm was laid upon the coverlet : 
One thin, white arm, like a pale streak of dawn. 
They said that she was dead ! 



Scene X. — The Streets. Night, 
Alexis. 

Oh this eternal roar — this froth and hum i 

This troubled tossing in a turbid rush ! 

Art thou not weary, heaven, to look on it ? 

Its black, hot, bubbles dash themselves towards thee, 

And burst in grimmest night at the attempt. 

And ye calm stars^ — ^ye stars for ever calm, 

Are ye not hoary grown with listening 

To these terrestrial groans and ihunderings P 
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Wherefore this flush of life ? Eest ! Eest, O Earth ; 

Dance thou no longer in the fields of air ; 

Bid thy great heart be still ! Oh be at peace, 

And let thy sons rest with thee, weary one ! 

Why prolong life till madness supervenes ? 

Why go careering from the arms of G-od, 

Into the jaws of everlasting night ? 

Each dash of the great crested waves of life 

Carries thee farther from the haven of hope. 

Pause where thou art. Thou canst not travel back ; 

Thou hast been rolling down the steeps of time. 

Out, out into the wilderness, far, far 

From righteousness and the eternal light. 

Eest where thou art ! Oh rest, and cease to be, 

Since being is a madness and a curse ! 

Art thou not weary, Time, of thy long tramp, , 

Thy long downgoings from the thrones of bliss ? 

Are we not far enough from Ood and truth, 

That thou must still escort us through the glooms. 

Into the realms of everlasting dark ? 

Hail death ! All hail ! Sole monarch of the world ! 
Lay thy cold hand upon the pulse of life. 
And bid its feverish throbbings beat no more. 
Sole good — preventative of future crimes, — 
Dash the great sand-glass from thy brother Time, 
For angels have grown sick of watching it : 
Snap all the trembling strings of this great harp, 
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That heaven no longer hear its dissonance : 
Bring thy skull-goblet out, and let it reek 
Brimm'd over with a deep, Lethean draught, 
For the tired world's pareh'd lips, and heavy heart : 
Or stretch thy slumberous wand athwart all eyes, 
And aching heads, and souls in agony ; 
And let oppressed and the oppressor sleep. 
The tyrant and the slave, for both alike 
Are weary and life-sick. 

For man no more 
"Works with God, or for God, as once he did. 
God builds, and man pulls down* Man builds, and God 
Bares His almighty arm, and with the dust 
Buries the daring fanes which man has built. 
God and His creature are no more at one. 
They are at issue ; and have different aims ; 
And work for different ends : — ^therefore this cry 
Of inward agony in the soul of man, — 
This writhing underneath the heavy lash, — 
This burning thirst for something none hath touch'd, 
But which all say the Infinite holds out ; 
And the sweet peace, and royal blessing, which 
The King of kings enstamp'd upon His works 
Have gone ; — and there is now a crowned curse, — 
A full-robed Monarch of the nether hell. 
Sitting black-brow'd upon the souls of men, 
And holding them in irons ! 

Oh ! the groans 
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Which the pent city sends up from its heart ; \ 

The untold agonies ; the bitter tears ; 

The wrongs inflicted^ and the tortures borne ! 

Look on the face of nature ; — on the vales, 

And on the proud-peak'd hills ; — Oman's monitor 

And man have quarrell'd. And the pupil daresl 

What the great master dared not — ^to work wrongs ! 

Lo the wide gulph 'twixt man and nature now, 
God said, " Let Nature stand betwixt Myself 
And erring Man* And let her be the type, 
Aind representative of good in forms 
And laws. Let her be spirit indurate, 
Aind hold out to the soul of him I love, 
A portrait and a likeness of his God ; 
That thus he may behold the good, and love it ; 
And come at length to imitate in works 
That which his soul acknowledges ; and take 
A faithful impress to his inmost heart 
Of all the true and noble." But alas ! 
Although the book is here, man reads it not ; 
Although the prophet speaketh, none will hear ; 
And nature has become a mute to man. 
From the huge city rise up sighs and groans, 
Curses and blasphemies, and hideous words, 
That make hell tremble towards the lips of man ; 
While from the world of nature songs ascend, 
Aind all her fields are redolent of love. 
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A sweet contentment breathes out from the streams, 
And from the carolling woods, and wealthy vales ; — 
While from the happiest heart in this vast throng 
f Goes up a cry towards heaven, — a wail none hear ; 
'And every sickly smile is but a veil 
To mantle o'er contorted agonies, 
And paint the features of a hideous want ; 
Or stifle the harsh cries and dissonance 
Of the poor howling wretch that is within. 

And still the world goes on. Night after night 

She hushes up the clamours in her heart, 

And journeys onward through the unsinning heavens. 

Skirting creation with a ring of gloom. 

And stars turn paler as she passes by. 

Bearing the million curses on her breast 

Which man — that giant incubus — hath wrought ; 

And through the night, a whispering shudder runs, 

And a long tremble is the only track 

She leaves behind her as she ploughs the sky. 

By which the innocent stars know she has pass'd, 

And that they may resume their broken songs : 

And, over the dark vortex of her path, 

Smile their pale thanks to heaven for purity. 

And still the world goes on. Mom after mom 
Decking herself in her primeval bloom ; 
For she hath gone to the confessional, 



NIGHT AND THE SOUL. 125 

And pour'd her heart out to the listening Night, 

And the Dark Priest hath shriven her. Wherefore she 

Eises refreshed and radiant as at first, 

Ere the low jar of one slight wrong had come 

And flutter' d, light as rose-leaf, to her heart : — 

Eises a priestess once again to God, 

Prepared to listen patiently all day 

To the recital of a tale of woes, 

Old as the fall of man ; and then go off — 

Involuntary sinner as she is — 

Heart-sick and weary, to her old friend Night ; 

Saying unto herself, " There is a God, 

Or every morn were a new miracle ! " 

There is a God ! Ay, or the universe 

Had thunder' d its anathemas to man, 

For its laws broken, and its lessons scom'd ; 

And all the spheres that tremble at the glance 

Of men — the wallowing demigods of earth — 

Had cried aloud for vengeance ; clapp'd their hands 

To see the end of such enormities ! 

There is a God ! Ay, or the ancient world, 

O'erburthen'd with such overwhelming crimes, 

Had whirl'd off madly into outer space. 

To hide her shame in ever-deepening glooms ; 

Or her great heart had come in twain, and Night 

Had shown a skeleton world unto the stars. 

There is a God ! And therefore evil deeds 
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Work not such lasting evil as they might, 

But are arrested by the Infinite hand 

Ere their fell purpose is develop' d out 

And woven into sunbeams. Therefore wrongs 

Are transient ; and the wickedness which strives 

To mar the good in others, blasts itself; 

And blessings jostle curses out of sight. 

Man's evil deeds slide from his evU heart 

Into the hand of God ; Who straightway turns 

The pale ghost of a black and buried crime 

Into a living joy, to take its place 

Amid the wide economy of things — 

Turning a thunder-rifted front to him 

Who call'd it into being evermore — 

But wearing a bright smile to all beside. 

The keen, hell-pointed spear that should have pierced 

Into the fixture, with its poispn'd edge, 

God bendeth, till its glittering points transfix 

The impious soul that would have hurl'd it forth. 

Man works his will, and willeth what he works ; 

God governs both ; and never gives the reins 

Of his great chariot to another's hands ; — 

Therefore the hissing serpent made to coil 

Eound unborn hearts, and ages yet unborn, 

And spill its fetid venom on their souls. 

Lives but to sting the hand that cherish'd it. 

Ere it is snatched away for other aims, 

And then comes back again unto the world 
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A knotted wreath of roses. Evil dies. 

It carries death in all its bloated veins, 

Till it is startled into good by ffim 

Who ruleth times and spaces with a nod. 

Man claims the present : God the future claims. 

Therefore the soul that in malignancy, 

With deep malevolence and hellish rites, 

Conjures, from unnamed regions of the night, 

The grim form of a cavern-eyed despair 

To point lank-handed at the coming times. 

And mock the ages as they travel up 

Over the edges of eternity, — 

To be an everlasting blur and blight, — 

A dark, perpetual sneer at all things good, — 

And a still grinning curse on all things bright ; — 

The man who spends his energies for this. 

Shall find his purpose thwarted, though the world 

In his own time goes shuddering past the shape — 

The hideous symbol of an After-Doom— 

And his own soul smiles inly at its power ; 

And the gaunt hand points at the future still, 

When he is call'd upon to lay him down. 

And fold him in the cerements of death ; 

Still shall his aim be thwarted : for the hand 

Of the great God shall swoop upon the arm 

Till the grim finger points but at his grave ; 

And the still standing curse he would have left 

To curdle the young blood of after-times 
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Shall haunt him like a hideous memory — 
At once his memoir and his epitaph ! 

Thus is it ever ; God repairs the wrongs 
Which man is ever working in the world. 
The dim old past and future dwell with Him 
In earth or heaven, like rich purpureal blots 
Blurr'd into beauty by a master's hand. 
Whate'er man touches he obscures, like clouds 
The unsuspecting gladness of the moon. 
These are beyond his reach, and therefore fair. 
Only the Present, with its wintry face, 
Its keen, cold, jagged icicles is his ; 
Therefore its dark repellancy and glooms. 
The Present 'twixt the Past and Future stands 
Like a black night between two sunny days : 
While from the sweet Twin Sisters — the fair maids 
Who wear supernal glories on their brows — 
Come, through the sweltering drizzles of the night, 
Deep gushes of sweet song ; low melodies, 
And jfragments of the talk of spirit-land — 
Hints of unfathom'd meaning to the soul, 
And to the heart July-like gorgeousness ; 
While, from the night itself, the weltering night, 
• The poor sad Present, the black-clouded Now, 
. Eeek out the sound of breaking waves, the moan 
Of cold winds coming from the bleached North, 
And the sharp whistling made by uptoss'd arms. 
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/ Gleaming a moment in the shuddering dark, 
Ere they go down into the deeps for aye ! 
Man's life is dwindling into nullity, 
Is shrinking up like a collapsed balloon, 
Is sinking into puny helplessness, 
Lopp'd of its grand aspirings, its bright hopes. 
We have got eyes, and hands, and ears, and tongues, 
And we must talk and listen, touch and taste. 
We must take care of this. And above all 
We must get money, though heaven thunders " No ! " 
And where is the poor soul this weary while ? 
" Oh, sweep the avenues," say we, " make them clean. 
And let the lawn be shaven ; let the house 
Show a great frontage to the gaping times. 
And let it tower up with its battlements. 
Courting the skies in self-complacency ; 
Let the outside impose upon the sense. 
Saying unto the world, * the King's at home ; * " 
But as for the crown'd monarch, there within. 
Why let him tend the fire, or pare his nails ! 
Let him and the old cobwebs quite alone. 
Ensconced in that dark comer of the house 
He is quite harmless, and may sit in state 
With midnight dreams for Courtiers, and the hours 
Of heavy sleep for Ushers of the Eod. 

And yet great hearts are simmering in the world ; 
And now and then, through the dun heaven of life, - 
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Great thoughts come reeling firom the feast of gods, 
Like drunken stars, staggering among the clouds. — 
Thoughts of great bards, that come upon our souls 
Like wildered angels who have lost their way, 
And long to flutter back again to God. 
Bright aspirations rush up from the throngs 
Like rockets, leaying a long trail of light. 
Earth is not quite dissever'd yet from heaven. 
But heaves with sudden shocks, electric thrills. 
When the transparent rods of truth are dropt 
Upon her throbbing veins, and surcharged heart. 

Oh, to be one of these ! — the mighty bards 

Who touch the soul to splendour, and who string 

Humanity like harps in sweetest tune 

For God to play on as he passes by ! 

The life of all that is, pulses and throbs 

Like subterranean music in their hearts 

Ajid the great universe streams through their souls 

Like a wide river of perpetual light. 

While stars lie fretting on the dark, sleek floor. 

Oh, to be one of these ! 

[Ferdinand eonUng up wn/percwoed by Alexis. 

Well, and why not ? 

Hast thou flung up thy old prerogatives. 

Burnt all thy title-deeds and rights to fame. 

Gambled away thy fine estates in song 

And made thyself a beggar ? 

Alexis, Ferdinand ! 
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Mrdinand. Ay, Perdi^iand, Alexis ; come again 
To take thee back unto thyself, my friend, 
Te will be strangers by this time I think ! 

Alexis. Are we not always strangers to ourselves, 
And strangers to each other ? Evermore 
We are insphered, like stars within ourselves. 
And though we light each other in the dark, 
There is no contact, no escape &om self. 
We are but torches gleaming here and there 
Whose flames may never mingle. Here within 
Is this self-conscious Me, and there without 
Are others like me, who are yet unlike. 
I am a world imto myself, and move 
In my own orbit,, whence I cannot stray ! 
And all without are distjant stars to me, — 
Between us wide-jaw'd darkness, hungry night ! 

Ferdinand, I know not. There are holy laws which bind 
The planets of one family in one. 
Systems and suns are link'd together thus, 
And all to God. It may be that one pulse 
Sent from his central heart, runs through the whole. 
Threading the chasms with sympathies. 

Alexis, It may. 

Would I could say it is. 

Ferdinand. Ah, thou art changed ! 

Alexis. Changed ? Ay ! Changed, and still changeable, 
good friend ! 
My soul sloughs herself once a day at least. 

K 2 
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I bury my old self each starry night, 
And come a stranger to the world again. 
'Tis an old story that we never see 
The self-same picture twice ! 

Ferdinand. And art thou changed, 

To all who love thee — to thy friends, Alexis ? 

Alexis. Friends, Ferdinand ? I have no Mends — want 
none! 

Ferdmcmd. No love — ^no Flora, — sitting like the moon 
In her own pallid sorrow through the night. 
And weeping that her lover never comes ? 

Alexis (pausing, and pressing Ms hmds to his head). My 
soul. 
Like a great monster, has devour'd my heart, 
And now in hunger preys upon itself. 
I have no faith in aught, no love, no hope. 
My glory has gone from me ; and I stand, 
Like Samson underneath the reeling house. 
With nothing but the thundering walls, and shrieks 
To bear me company — I long for death ! 

Ferdinand. All soul ? A very novel-heroine ! 

Alexis. Last night I dreamt the universe was mad ; 
And that the sun its Cyclopean eye 
Eoll'd glaring like a maniac's in the heavens ; 
And moons and comets, link*d together, scream' d 
Like bands of witches at their carnivals. 
And stream'd like wandering hell along the sky ; 
And that the awful stars, through the red light, 
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Glinted at one another wickedly, 

Throbbing and chilling with intensest hate. 

While through the whole a nameless horror ran ; 

And worlds dropped from their place i' the shuddering, 

Like leaves of Autumn, when a mighty wind 

^akes the trees shiver through their thickest robes : 

Great spheres crack'd in the midst, and belch'd out flame, 

And sputtering flres went crackling over heaven ; 

And space yawn'd blazing stars ; and Time shriek'd out 

That hungry fire was eating everything ! 

And scorched fiends, down in the nether hell. 

Cried out, " The universe is mad — ^is mad! " 

And the great Thing in its convulsions flung 

System on system, till the cauldron boil'd — 

(Space was the cauldron, and all hell the fire,) 

And every giant limb o' the universe 

Dilated and collapsed, till it grew wan. 

And I could see its naked ribs gleam out, 

Beating like panting fire, — and I awoke. 

'Twas not all dream ; — such is the world to me ! 

Mrdi/ntmd, Why, this is terrible ! These haggard thoughts 
Are breeding madness in thy heart and br&in, 
Making a moonlit chamel of thy soul. 
Come, then, and lave thee in the wells of love, 
Ere these hell-grimings sink beneath the skin. 

Aleons. Too late ! I tell thee it is all too late ! 
I must pass through this vigil all alone. 
I have flung down my gauntlet to the world. 
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And it hatli ta'en it up and smitten me, 

And I am crush'd. If ever I should rise, 

I will remember you, my friends ! my friends ! 

[A long siJUncef dwring which they waXk on. 
'Tis the old woe that rankles in my heart. 
I listened to the Siren Mysteries 
Until they mastered me — and I am lost ! 
Great bars of purple sunset hem me in 
And shut me out from God ; the tawdry Day 
Puts on her flaunting baubles all in vain ; 
And the blue sky hangs o'er me like my fate. 
A cruel purpose lashes the white sides 
Of the stark universe. My faith is gone, 
And human life to me seems purposeless, 
Godless and lawless, as a bandit's talk. 
Night brings to me no rest. My dreams are wild 
As the lank hair of ancient prophetess 
Streaming in frenzy on the midnight wind ; 
And my poor soul that once embower'd great thoughts, 
Noble ambitions, lofty aims, pure hopes. 
Is tum'd into a hospital by day 
Where madness harbours from the jeers of men ; 
And then at night, when all the world is stUl, 
A troop of jabbering demons travel through, 
Crying " There is no good, no evil, and no law. 
No right or wrong, no Hell, no Heaven, no God, 
Nothing but thee and orderless decay ! " 
And there,— black,— coiling in extremest space. 
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A hideous doom seems whetting its grim jaws, 
To take the flying worlds in at a gulp ! 
I see them go careering towards it still, 
Like young birds wheeling round a rattlesnake ; 
And writhe and struggle, like a drowning man, 
Striving to warn them, finding I am dumb ! 

Ferdinand, Nightmare, my friend — and heavy suppers — 
hey? 



SoEKS XI. — A Garden, Moonlight. 

Ferdinand cmd Caroline. — I^ latter carrying their child. Flora 
a little export, 

Ferdinand, Oh what a rich and lovely day is dead ! 
It came up like a Monarch from the East ; 
When the grey bars of dawn were tum'd to gold, 
And night shrank back to let the bright one in. 
The earth broke silence, and from out her heart, 
A thousand singing joys burst like young birds 
And went up pure and carolling, heavenward. 
It was a happy marriage mom. The earth 
Blush'd crimson in her flowers : — the lambkin winds. 
Like angels loosening sorrow from the soul, 
Shook the light dew from off the smiling leaves. 
And all was gladness over sea and land. 
Then as the day wore on, a stillness stole. 
Like a long pause in music, o'er the earth. 
The sea no longer panted on the shore, 
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But, like a jaded god, lay still and slept ; 

Not a leaf stirr'd, and eyerj bird was dumb. 

The world stood husb'd beneath the blazing sky, 

Like a Queen stricken in her marriage robes ; 

One almost heard the great hot heart of noon 

Throb in the silence with fierce passion-pants. 

Then dark clouds slowly sail'd along the heavens, 

Bending in conclave their great beetling brows. 

When from their midst broke out the Thunder-king — 

His fierce oration rattling o'er the earth, 

Like the dread voice of one who speaketh doom, 

Till Echo, like an ancient oracle. 

Shook with the utterance of the speaking god ; 

And rain came splashing through the trembling leaves, 

And the repentant earth was bathed in tears. 

Then ruddy sunbeams, radiant with haste, 

Bush'd past the black skirts of the flying storm— ^ 

Bright mediators between earth and heaven — 

Eimming the pitchy vault with glowing light; 

Masses of sunshine fell athwart the world, 

And forth from the surrounding gloom there came 

Exultant shapes innumerous, and caught 

The glory dancing on their beating wings ; 

And singing birds fill'd the bright air with songs, 

While sunbeams intertwisted threads of gold 

Amidst the sable curtains of the storm. 

And, like the heavenly finger on the wall, 

Wrote mystic characters upon the clouds. 
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And so the Storm-King went, array'd in gold, 

So quietly adown the gorgeous West, 

One dreamt not it was his black, brawny hand 

That shook the silence from the throne of noon* 

He and his clouds went down into the West 

Like angels golden-haired. Then twilight came, 

And light was streak'd with darkness, Zebra-like, — 

Dun, mystic twilight, heralder of Night, 

Going before her, like a swarthy page. 

And now the great Star-Queen herself has come, — 

Night, the revealer of the wedded worlds. 

Who draws the bright sun-curtain from the earth, 

And lets her look into infinity 1 

Caroline, See, the moon hangs there on the yerge of stars, 
Like a bright vestal at a temple-porch. 

Ferdmcmd, Ah, 'tis a blissful night ! The universe 
Is a great rushing hymn of praise to Gk)d. 
My heart is singing with the happy spheres ; 
Not a string jars but all is harmony. 
Night is the beautiful black slave of God, 
And bends before him ever wrapt in awe, 
While her great heart throbs thanks in burning stars ! 

Caroline, to her child. Ah, toss thy little arms, my pretty 
one! 
Thou canst not reach those beautifril bright things 
That bend down towards thee from the blue-brow'd sky. 
Ah ! do they smile on thee, thou laughest so ? 
And hast thou learnt the mystery of their speech 
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That thou dost prattle on so eagerly P 

What ! leaping from my arms to go to them ? 

Not yet ! not yet ! my dear, my lovely babe ! 

Ferdinand. Not yet ! Not yet ! That thought of starry 
death 
Comes with a shock upon my wilder'd soul. 
O Death ! I tremble at thy very name, — 
Thou terrible Iconoclast — thou dream 
From which men waken demigods or fiends — 
Thou great soul-sunderer — dreadful mystic, who 
Walkest the earth with two worlds at thy heels ! 
Souls know thee^ — pure souls — ^for thou art their friend, 
Hearts hate thee, Angel, and thy winning ways ! 
Thou comest to the festal halls of life, 
Exchangest nods with some beloved guest. 
And he gets up and goes — goes with thee. Death, 
And we are lorn and lonely evermore ! 
Thou slidest in among love-wedded hearts. 
And there are empty chairs, and vacant rooms. 
And gulfs of darkness in the souls of some. 
In which eternity hangs like a star ! 
Black hat-bands banner thee along the streets ; 
And o'er the hearts who wear them are black bars 
That serve to dungeon in the bright- wing'd soul, 
That beats against them in ecstatic woe. 
Longing to plunge out into seas of light 
And sail away to join the cherish'd one ! 
Thou comest to some quiet, happy home,. 
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And silence falls like snow upon thy steps — 

A lonely woman has grown fond of graves, 

Or a strong man goes bending all his days — 

These are thy triumphs, Death ! I love thee not. 

Thou hast such fearful power to strip my soul, 

As a storm hath to shake the apples down 

From a rich orchard-tree, and leave it bare 

And wretched in the cold arms of the winds. 

Thou hast such fearful power to spoil my home 

Of all the treasures I have stored it with. 

Letting the long tongue of the howling storm 

Lap up its bliss, till not a guest be left 

But thee, and it, and woe, with wolf-like eyes ; 

Such power to make of this transcendent world, 

Now laved in sunshine, with its avenues 

Stretching away into eternity 

Pleach'd o'er with golden fruits and lined with flowers. 

Lit up by lights from both worlds — silver-edged. 

Like starlight sloping down to meet the dawn — 

Into a draggled road across flat fens. 

O'er which in gusts, go, witch-like, jabbering winds. 

While cold November rains come drizzling down, 

And one man only tracks the miry way, 

Plodding on wearily towards the distant sea 

That lifts its leaden waves up sluggishly 

To meet the cold breast of the dripping clouds ;— 

Such power to strip the world of all its joys. 

And leave it tatter'd as a tree in March, 
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That I must shudder when I hear thee named. 

Knowing how much I have for thee to take ! [A pmue. 

This night, this starry night, — ^I like it not. 

'Tis glittering with the heraldry of death I 

This silence seems portentous. The hush'd winds 

Are whispering to each other, like pale friends 

Around a new-made death-bed. I am sick ! 

.This thought of death has jarr'd upon the night. 

And struck the music from its beating heart, 

Leaving it joyless as a wintry wood. 

The moon is not so lovely as she was. 

Where is she ? 

Caroline, Hiding there behind the clouds. 

Mrdmand, And now she comes forth from them 
shudderingly, 
All white, and hasty, as a fear-bleach'd ghost 
Trembling from out the sweltering arms of fiends ! 

Caroline. Nay, not so ghastly ! Bather like a soul 
Who has pass'd through the portals of the tomb. 
And come forth fair as she is from its glooms, 
With an eternal wilderness of bliss 
To travel over on its way to Gfod. 

Mrdi/nand, Eternity — the portals of the tomb — 
Still is our talk of Death — the mighty one 
Who dwells beyond the outer edge of Time, 
And yet inhabits not Eternity, 
But liveth in mid region 'twixt the two ; 
With one foot planted on the life-fringed world. 
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And with the other lost in obscure deeps, 
He swingeth souls across we know not what 
Of wild and fearful, 'mong the thrones and crowns, 
And plumed splendours of infinity I 

Caroline. Ah! there is something strangely grand in 
death. 
One moment, and the soul still lingers here ; 
Another, and 'tis gone to be with God ; 
And then the haunted spot that " Knew it once. 
Knows it no more, for ever ! " Dreadful words — 
Full of wild import to the lingerers here. 
O Death ! we are so happy that thy looks. 
Though heaven itself shines through thy pallid face, 
Can win us not. Thou canst not tempt us hence. 
The world is very fair. She is all heart ; 
And all her heart is steep'd and swims in love. 
In love the landscapes sleep. The stars sing love, 
Glowing upon the bosom of the night — 
The heaving bosom of the midnight heaven — 
And love shines out the soul of all things here. 
"We are so bound together. Silent One, 
That, if thou takest any, oh ! take all. 
Sunder us not, but let us still be one. 

Ibrdinand. Oh ! it were sad indeed to change our lot 
Por some poor wintry phantom of a hope ; 
To turn our present o'erbrimm'd happiness 
Into a dreamy, far world-seeking faith, 
And stumble through the quagmires of our days, 
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Crying, to hush the agony within, 

" Eemember the star-kingdoms yet to come ! " 

Carolme. And yet, perchance, it were a holier life 
To hang for ever, like a star, on heaven. 

Mrdinand, "Not to be drawn there by an earthly love. 
The soul should long for heaven, and not the heart. 
Heaven should not be a refuge, but a home ; 
Not a mere region of still peace, a state 
Of freedom from the slavery of pain, 
Por which we sigh when we are steep'd in woe, 
And earth no longer. is endurable— 
But the great house of Q-od — the home of truth — 
The congregation of the just and good. 
'Tis good the soul should still be climbing up 
Towards the bright thrones of immortality ; 
Not that the heart should be dragg'd heavenward 
By the long tendrils of an earthly love. [A pause. 

Edith was right. She said she could not die 
Until she loved God only for Himself, 
And heaven for what it is. Her latest words ^ 

"Were true and beautiful as her brief life. 
She said, " The sorrows which the soul endures— 
Not self-inflicted — are but hooded joys ; 
That when she touches the white strand of heaven 
They cluster round her, and slip off their robes. 
And laugh out angels in the world of light." [Another paute, 
'Tis strange how but a word, a sidelong glance. 
Hath power to change the current of our thoughts. 
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Our talk has guested Death, till he has made 

His home within us ; like a grisly dream 

Haunting a murderer's midnight, he remains. 

We came out here to meet the lovely Night, 

We said she was the very queen of love. 

Our hearts rhymed to each other like a song, 

Our souls were poems, fill'd with tranquil thoughts, 

And we read out the meaning of the stars 

In love, and pure exultant happiness. 

But now the dance is done — the guests have gone. 

Leaving us nought but the dishevell'd room. 

And the pale flickering lamps. This thought of death 

Fills up the compass of my soul ; and she, 

Like a black sun, sheds it on outer things. 

We have tum'd night into an Eblis-hall ; 

"We've built a throne for Death among the stars ; 

The canopy of midnight is his tent. 

And yon bright moon is but his minister. 

Caroline, Nay, thou art ill, my much-loved Ferdinand. 
Alexis hath infected thee with gloom. 
Art thou not happy that thou talkest thus ? 

Ferdinmid. Happy? too happy! G^od hath given me thee. 
And that sweet babe now nestling on thy breast. 
Adam whirl' d suddenly out of Paradise 
In the rough arms of jagged thunder- winds, 
And flung down breathless on a wilderness. 
Were not so lorn as I in losing you.. 
There was a widow, and she had a son ; 



144 NIGHT AND THE SOUL. 

He went forth from her ; and she said tiie sun 

Set, as she caught the latest glimpse of him. 

The sun that set that night rose never more ; 

'Twas not the same that came up in the mom ; 

It wanted the heart-glow the old one had. 

Her son was fer away — oh ! far away, 

And the cold sunlight could not warm her heart. 

There came a letter ; he was coming back ; 

And the old light plaj'd once more on the hills. 

'Twas winter time. She went down to the shore. 

The waves were leaping in the arms of storms. 

Three days she stood upon the fringe o' the sea ; 

The vessel hove in sight — and he was there ! 

Oh, how the ocean fretted ! How it foam'd ! 

Oh, how the ship was laugh'd at by the waves ! 

Still he was there — ^her loved one ! — 'twas enough. 

There came a mighty gust ; but still she dung 

To the sharp rocks, that tore her spray-drench'd hands. 

She look'd again. There was a waste of waves — 

A world of leaping water — and no more ! 

One dreadfril billow flung a corpse on shore, 

A white corpse — ^'twas her home-returning son. 

The sun set then, and never rose again ! 

What were her woe to mine in losing you ? 

Ere I knew thee I was unto the world 

But what an idle dream is to the night. 

Hopeless and aimless, as the pilgrim clouds. 

Gk)d gave me thee, and a great golden dawn 
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Broke on the Blnmberous splendours of my life. 

I was no more a dreamer in dream-land, 

But a bliss-haunted tenant of the world. 

My energies which, hitherto, were streams 

Babbling in sleepiest lazy monotones. 

Beneath the umbrage of thick summer woods, 

Leapt forth into the sunshine, and laugh' d out 

Bical liying ripples, amid real things. 

The world to me was always beautiful ; — 

Now it was holy too. I gazed no more 

With vague eyes on the proud-dom'd temple-porch. 

But went within, a worshipper of God. 

Music was all I heard ere I knew thee, — 

Music, but inarticulate, and wild ; 

Now I could hear the voices as they sang. 

And the great burden of their chant was God ! 

And when our boy first smiled into my eyes. 

His new-bom angel-spirit woke in mine 

A kindred angel, and the two were one ; 

And, o'er the barriers of our separate lives, 

Held holy converse on their common heaven. 

In my best moods I had seen nought but wings 

Hastily glancing past my slumberous soul ; 

But now I dwelt with birds of paradise. 

And daily, with familiar, gentle hand. 

Stroked the long golden splendour of their plumes ! 

I, who had been a beggar before heaven, 

Grew rich as Persian princes in a day. 
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New realms of thought were open'd in my soul, 

Starry and beautiful as Night herself. 

I was Aladdin who had found his lamp, 

And all the earth was crusted o'er with gems. 

New streams of life rush'd in at every pore ; 

Kingdoms of unsought beauty came to me ; 

Newer relationships explain'd the old. 

I was an unshorn Pagan in a church 

When all the worshippers came in and sang ; 

Now I was baptized, and a Christian too : 

As if the darkness suddenly should break 

Into a thousand white-wing'd angel forms 

Before the rapt eyes of a tempted saint, 

All things grew holy to me — man and beast, 

Creeds and religions, and the wheels of life. 

My barque had drifted near the shores of heaven ; 

Faint odours reach' d me from the happy lands. 

And hallelujahs burst upon my ear ! 

The life of all things beat and throbb'd in me ; — 

I was a brother to the universe, 

And loved all things from grass-blades up to God ! 

I was so happy, that my happiness 

Brought me in contact with all blissful things, 

And made me one with them. Before, I stood 

A blind man 'midst huge piles of hoarded gold ; 

My eyes were open'd, and my soul grew rich. 

You are my fated Lusitanian stars — 

And if you fall, my being falls with you ; 
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Tou are mj Noma's candles in the world — 
Sink in your socket, and mj life sinks too ; 
Without you I were but a Samson shorn — 
A helpless Abaris without his spear. 
My spirit still might bum within this clay^ 
'Twould be like those sepulchral lamps of old 
That watch'd for ages o'er the dust of death, 
And died out when the light of heaven broke in. 
"Without you all the world would be a blank — 
The idiotcy of being ; — without you 
Life would be told by pulses, not by aims. 
You are the sun whose haloes are my light ; 
Sink, and the earth is desolate and drear. 
Oh ! 'twere as if a dank, dishevell'd night 
Should rush up madly, haunted by the winds. 
All black as Erebus, upon the steps 
Of a great laughing, oriental day. 
I should be wretched as a cold, lone house^ 
Standing a mark upon a northern moor, 
Eaves-deep in snow, surrounded by black pools, 
Pelted by Winter, ever anger-pale. 
To lose you, having tasted of such bliss — 
Such sweet companionship, such holy joy — 
'Twere as if earth should be flung back again, 
All singing as she is, and crown'd with flowers, 
Into the reeking cycles of her past : 
Instead of valleys, sedgy swamps, and fens. 
With grim, unwieldy reptiles trailing through ; 
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And in the place of singing, bellowings. 
And the wild roar of monsters on the hills, 
That reel for ever, belching out red flame— 
While a hot mist surrounds the grisly brood. 
And the world shakes, like madmen in their dreams. 
Caroline. Nay, ever trust in God, my Ferdinand ; 
'Tis He who gives the tinge to all we see. 
He takes the worlds mito His great warm heart, 
And it is summer, and they laugh in flowers : 
And in correction He is merciful. 
Grand purposes still underlie events ; 
The great earth is a foot-stool to a babe. 
The policies of earth and heaven are one. 
And what seems insignificant to us 
May swell to grandeur in the courts above. 
The tear wrung from a holy heart on earth, 
May serve to float an argosy in heaven ; 
And the light breath that shakes the trembling twig 
May fill a bright archangeFs fanning wings. 
Time is the crier of Eternity, 
And this world is the herald of the next. 
All things are but announcements — ^lifted bauds 
Invoking the great blessing — the Hereafter — 
Fingers that point for ever at the stars ! 
Ah ! God is ever near us, Ferdinand ; 
Life of all life, and Soul of all we see. 
These are His ministers — the moon and stars. 
Low-whispering leaves, and silver-lisping streams — 
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These are the altar-fumes — ^the inoense-mist — 

But the Divine Shekinah is behind ! 

We dwell in GtoA as yon stars rest in heaven : 

He is without, within, above, below, 

And all things preach Him to the holy soul. 

The world is but the echo of the words 

Spoken by Him to old eternity ; 

And the love-prostrate heart may sometimes catch 

Dim intimations of the whispering marvels — 

Hints from the driving snow, the falling leaves. 

The sun-enamour'd flowers, and twilight calms. 

Since this stray angel nestled on my breast 

A glory has descended on the earth, 

And on the lowly walks of humble men. 

All things are holy to me as the steps of saints ; 

It is as if some bright, angelic throng 

Had brush'd the hills and meadows with their wings, 

And lefb their splendour trembling on the grass. 

My passion-beating heart is holier now 

Since this white flower has rested on its throbs. 

There is an ancient lore in childish eyes 

That reaches back to those primeval times 

Ere there was aught but soul, and bliss, and heaven. 

He brought me nearer to those happy days ; 

He told me tales of G^od and Fatherland, 

As I lay waking through the long, hushed night ; 

And the old songs are ringing in my heart. 

What wonder, if sometimes my speech dwells not 
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With the sweet every-days of mother earth, 
But soars away to older, happier climes ? 
Oh, not in woe shall we call God our God ! 
He changeth not. He hath been Lote to us. 
From Him our half-celestial bliss hath streamed ; 
And even bliss is not its own bright end, 
'Tis but the aiming at a greater yet ; 
And thinkest thou that He will break the chain 
That links us to each other and to Him, 
Ere the great purpose is accomplish'd ? No I 
I know God better ! 'lis with awe I say it. 
He will not sunder us till both are ripe 
Por the fruition of all earthly love. 
And immortality haa seal'd our souls ; 
Por each is helper to the other's heart, 
And both are travelling surely heavenwards 
The contract we have made is not for Time, 
But for aU times, and for Eternity, 
Eor God was in it ; and our love will grow 
Coeval with the Deity Himself!. 

Mrdinand» Ah! thou art right! 'Tis woman's argument — 
The holiest, and the best — the God-touch'd heart's, 
Not subtly spun from wire-drawn intellects. 
There is no death — ^no snapping of the chain 
That linketh Time unto Eternity. 
Being on earth is but the seedling cast 
Beneath the soil of immortality ; 
Death is the breaking through the heavy crust. 
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And heaven the flowering of the mighty plant ; 

All is progression, up from seed to flower, 

Perpetual continuity ; no gaps 

From baby-hood on earth, to angel-hood in heaven ! 
Caroline. 'Tis even so. But see — thy sister there — 

Our Mora, Ferdinand. How pale she looks, 

"With her claspt hands up-gazing at the moon. 
Ibrdinand to Flora. Ah ! Art thou lost among yon great 
blue deeps — 

Prophetic image of the mind of God — 

Agleam with stars, as His great soul with thoughts. 

Those melancholy heavens have slept for aye, 

Earth's birth-pang shrieks broke not their tranquil dream. 

Still stretch'd they in their awful trance as now, 

While she lay desolate and dumb as they. 

Save when volcanoes lifted up their voice — 

Olden Isaiahs in the wilderness — 

And told unto the incredulous wastes wild tales 

Of the great After-time — the age of flowers, 

Of songs, and blossoms, Man and grassy graves ? 

Or do thy thoughts keep pace with yon lone moon 

In her strange joumeyings through the star-strewn heavens ? 

And dost thou view her struggling in the clouds, 

Like a great poet with his unshaped thoughts. 

Until she comes forth victor, as he does, 
j Leaving them fair and golden far behind — 
' A substance and a glory to the world ? 

Mora. It is the moon I see, but not as thou. 
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Seemeth she rather a deserted queen 

Who hath laid by her queenly robes, and gone 

A solitary pilgrim through the streets 

Of the wide city of God, in search of him 

Whom she adores — her bright, recusant Lord ; 

And ever as she goes out by the West, 

Lo ! he comes up the shining gates of the East ! 

Yet patiently she follows on his track, 

Nursing a trembling hope within her heart. 

And catching blinding glimpses now and then 

Of him, and his bright retinue before ; 

And where he cometh, lo ! the world laughs out, 

And men cry, " It is day ; " but where she comes 

A great hush goes before, — and it is night ! 

And she is pale with travel, — hapless moon ! [A Iwg Paute. 

Hast thou forgot thy promise, Ferdinand ? 

Thou hast seen him ? How did he look — what said he ? 

Ikrdinand. He look'd as pale as he had been with God 
Close closeted an hour, and heard the boom 
And clangour of the everlasting wheels 
In the great under-world of busy doom. 
He said, " Behold a wreck ! Were there a sun 
Shiver'd before me I'd crawl into it, 
And gladly wrap its ruins round my head, 
And hide me from the jeering universe. 
Oh, what a terrible and maddening day — 
Thunder and sleet, cold shiverings and fierce fires. 
Hath burst out racking from my golden dawn ! 
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Friends of my boyhood ! whither have you flown ? 

You said of me, when I was but a child, 

' Lo ! a new star hath broke upon the night ! 

Behold with what a mighty spring that soul 

Leapeth upon strange truth ! Ah ! it shall yet 

Unfold its long white plumes, and rush right up 

Into cloud-regions, thrilling heaven with song. 

And flinging down wide floods of harmony 

Till the world rings, and men look up with wonder ! ' 

Priends of my childhood, ah ! what say you now ? 

True friends no doubt, — false prophets ne'ertheless ! " 

He said that he had gone in search of truth, 

A sandall'd pilgrim o'er the wilderness. 

Quoth he, " I made a hermit of my youth. 

And shut it up in narrow silent cells, 

"Wooing with whitest hands this angel's love. 

Never did fame-bless'd bard more eagerly 

Quaff the great golden goblet at his lips 

Than I dim glimpses of this heartless jilt. 

I was a Eoderick in the Fated Halls ; 

When the gigantic dangers leapt up arm'd. 

Threatening me with their fearful panoplies, 

I boldly challenged them, and they once more. 

All clanging, dropp'd into their mystic sleep. 

And I went on. On did I say P Ay, on ! 

But unto what ? Deep call'd to mighty deep, 

And down unto the lowest deep I went. 

Hoping to meet some wizard in the dark 
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Who should reveal to me the wonder-world ; 

And ever as I went, the lamp of Truth 

Flicker'd and flared before me, saying — Ok ! 

Ha ! Ha ! it is a pitiable tale ! 

Flappings of fear, great wheeling shapes of dread, 

Tremours and shudderings shook me on the way, 

And made me bend like flag-staffs in the wind. 

Yet still the great word * On ' rang through the vaults, 

And on I stumbled through the whistling caves. 

Until at last my guide went swooping o'er — 

Hurtling and quivering — ^a grim, black-jaw'd gulph. 

And I stood trembling on the darksome brink, 

And saw its bituminous sides stretch far below, 

Eugged and bare, horrent and sheer as death, 

And I drew back abash'd.*' 

He said, his disappointed £ix;ulties, 
Debarr'd of truth, leapt back upon the world 
"With energies intensified, and saw 
Gigantic shapes of wrong upon its thrones, — 
Saw heresies glide snake-like through the church. 
Sliming the pulpit-cushion with their trail, 
And nestle in the very Bible-leaves ! 
Saw vast oppressions in the market-place. 
And in the halls of commerce, rottenness, — 
Falsest philanthropies go through the streets. 
And children suck in error with their milk. 
Till he lost faith, lost heart, lost everything ! 
Mora, Ah ! 'Tis a dreary tale, and yet my heart, 
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My feeble woman's heart, hath faith in God ! 
A greater e'en than he hath cried in tears 
" My God ! Oh ! why hast Thou forsaken Me ? " 
He will not suffer a great, eiamest soul 
To struggle with the Enemy alone. 
When Eeason only tries to scale high heaven 
A flaming seraph guards its gleaming gates ; 
Even as the mystic sword shut Paradise 
Unto our father in the days of old, 
Is the bright heaven of Truth closed up on man. 
But oh, there is a humble postern door 
Open to love, — ^to love, and childlike faith. 
Where he may glean up glances of the gods 
As they go shimmering past in shining mist. 
I do believe he will be brought to God, 
Even as the babes were unto Christ of old, 
And hear the blessing sounding o'er his head ! 
My poor Alexis ! Would that I were with thee, 
But I would be alone. Good night ! 
Mrdincmd and Garolme, Good night ! 



Scene XII. — A Chamber filled with hooks^ 
Alexis cUone, after an interval of many months. 
The heart is a dumb angel to the soul 
Till Christ pass by and touch its bud-like lips. 
Not unto thee, bold spirit on the wing. 
Does the bright form of Truth reveal itself; 
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Soar as thou wilt, the heavens are still above, 
And to thy questionings no answer comes, — 
Only the mocking of the dumb, sad stars. 
Awhile thy search may promise thee success, 
And now and then, wild lights may play above, 
"Which, with exultant joy, thou takest for 
The gleaming portals of the home of Truth — 
'Twas but a mirage where thou saw*st thyself, 
And not the image of the passing God ! 

Oh, with what joy we all set out for truth — 

Newer Crusaders for the Holy Land — 

Till one by one our guides and comrades fall, 

And then some starry night, some cold bleak night, 

We find we are alone upon the sands, 

Far from all human aids and sympathies, 

WTiile the black tide comes roaring up the waste. 

The highest truths lie nearest to the heart ; 

No soarings of the soul can find out God, 

I was a bee who woke one summer night, 

And taking the white stars for flowers, went up 

Buzzing and booming in the hungry blue ; 

And when its wings were weary with the flight, 

And the cold airs of mom were coming up, 

Lo ! the white flowers were melting out of view, 

And it came wheeling back — ah ! heavily 

To the great laughing earth that gleam'd below ! [A Pause, 
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Gt)d will not show Himself to prying eyes : 

Could Eeason scale the battlements of heaven, 

Beligion were a vain and futile thing, 

And Faith a toy for childhood or the mad ; 

The humble heart sees farther than the soul. 

Love is the key to knowledge — to true power, 

And he who loveth all things, knoweth all. 

Eeligion is the true Philosophy ! 

Faith is the last great link 'twixt Gtod and man. 

There is more wisdom in a whisper' d prayer 

Than in the ancient lore of all the schools : 

The soul upon its knees holds God by the hand. 

Worship is wisdom as it is in heaven ! 

" I do believe ! Help Thou my unbelief! " 

Is the last, greatest utterance of the soul. 

God came to me as Truth — I saw Him not ; 

He came to me as Love — and my heart broke, 

And from its inmost deeps there came a cry, 

" My Father ! Oh ! my Father, smile on me," 

And the Great Father smiled. [Another Pause. 

Ah ! 'tis a blessed world — a theatre 

Where mighty purposes play out their parts : 

We see not half its beauty till we are 

That which we see, through love. The holy heart 

Fulfils the dream of olden alchymists. 

Turning all things it touches into gold. 

The highest wisdom of the wisest seer 

Is that which brings his childhood back to him. 
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Christ was the babe's Apostle ; and his words 

Breathe the pure air of childhood, and its faith : 

Stoop, stoop, proud man ! the gate of heaven is low, 

And all who enter in thereat must bend 1 

Reason has fields to play in, wide as air. 

But they have bounds ; and if she soar beyond, 

Lo ! there are lightnings and the curse of God, 

And the old thunder' d " Never ! " from the jaws 

Of the black darkness, and the mocking waste. 

Come not to God with questions on thy lips, 

He will have love — love and a holy trust, 

And the self-abnegation of the child. 

'Tis a far higher wisdom to believe 

Than to cry " Question," at the porch of truth. 

Think not the Infinite will calmly brook 

The plummet of the finite in its deeps. 

The humble cottager I saw last night. 

Sitting among the shadows at his door. 

With his great Bible open on his knee — 

His grandchild sporting near him on the grass, 

"When his day's work was done — and pointing still 

With homy finger as he read the lines, 

Had, in his child-like trust and confidence, 

Far more of wisdom on his furrow'd brow 

Than Kant in proving that there is a God, 

Or Plato buried in Atlantis dreams ! 

I was a pilgrim gone in search of Him ; 

Eeason, my guide, went wheeling through the dark. 
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And still I followed with a faltering joy, 

Until at last we reach'd the utmost verge 

Where " Hither and no Farther ! '* is inscribed, 

And my guide yanish'd, leaving me alone — 

Alone — and the bright shrine I sought far off! 

Alone — ^and the great waste behind me there. 

Shutting me out from love and sympathy ; 

And there before, a waste yet wider stiU. 

Ah ! then it was my sturdy heart was touch' d, — 

I first felt awe, then love, then confidence ; 

And when I came once more into the world 

Prom this soul-pilgrimage, behold ! it smiled : 

And it was mom, and all the birds were up. 

And the one heart of all things throbb'd with joy ; 

And the old hills lay sleeping, sleek in sunlight ; 

It was a jubilee in praise of Q-od, — 

An Orphic song — ^a festal hymn of praise ! 

I saw all seeming eccentricities 

Were but the playing of the wider laws, 

While law itself was systematic LovB. 

The passing winds sang vesper hymns to me ; 

And the old woods seem'd whispering, " Let us pray ! " 

[A langpatuCf IroJcm by the entrance 0/ Ferdinand, accompanied by 
Flora and Caroline. Alexis clasps Flora in hit arms in 
silence. Ferdinand and Caroline retire to the lower end of 
the room, 

Alexis, Again ! Oh, yet again, my lovely one ! 
Do I once more behold thee. Flora mine ? 
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Those tears — ^those gushing tears — ah ! let them fall, 
Dumb witnesses against me are they not ? 
Hast thou not one word of reproach — not one P 
Oh, speak to me ! Break through this dreary pause, 
This long, long night, which I have pass'd alone ! 

Mora, Ah ! why alone, Alexis — ^why alone ? 

Alexis, Had'st thou been with me it had never been. 
Never had unbelief and grim despair 
Held me a prisoner in their dreary realms. 
With such an angel at my side as thou ! 
I had been brought to Q-od by smoother paths. 
But thinkest thou that I could come to thee 
"With my soul rocking between heaven and hell ; 
With all my heart unkingdom'd, and my faith 
Clinging but faintly to the skirts of God ; 
That I, who utterly despised myself. 
Could bring a thing I so despised to thee ? 
What ! Place a crack' d diamond on that lily hand ! 
What ! Mingle impious doubts and questionings 
With the oblation of thy virgin prayers ! 
My love had been as sad unto thy soul 
As a dead bird within a golden cage. 
Thy heart is still unchanged — I see it is ! 
Thy presence here — ^thy smiles — thy happy tears — 
All tell me that thy love is with me yet ! 
That letter which I wrote to Ferdinand, 
Telling him of the change within my soul. 
Hath brought thee hither with him, to my side ! 
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Flora, Ah ! never elsewhere have I been in thought. 
I have gone with thee through the tug and strife 
Between the world of darkness and of light. 
I never doubted thee — no, not an hour ! 
When woman loses faith in him she loves 
There is no other comforter but God, 
No time, no place, nor any world but heaven ! 
I have sigh'd for thee, wept for thee, pray'd for thee. 
And would have died for thee, believing thee 
As worthy of my life as of my love ! 

Alexis (aside). God ! in mercy hast thou come to me. 
Thou hast o'erbrimm'd the measure of my bliss ! 

[A long pause, 
{To Flora,) Dost thou remember it — that olden time 
When the woods whisper'd round us ere the Night 
Had loosened her dark tresses o'er the world. 
And a strange shadowy stillness, like a sleep. 
Was settling on the Abbey's swarthy walls ? 
We had stroll'd from our friends, and stood beneath 
Thte dark and broken arches, lichen-strewn. 
We heard their talk far up the slumberous vale ; 
They seem'd a part of it, but not of us. 
For we two were alone, and all the world 
Seem'd dim and distant as some Siren-land 
Moon-bath' d, and murmuring in an olden dream. 
We were alone. I told thee of my love. 
And question'd thee of thine. There was a hush 
In which my being — present, past, to come — 
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Englobed itself into a moment's space, 
And trembled like a dew-drop on the grass ; 
A hush so pregnant — such a hungry hush, 
That I leapt startled at thy whisper'd " Yes ! " 
Thy "Yes," my Flora, that one little word 
That made me rich as any sun in heaven, 
"With a whole rejbinue of courtier worlds 
Hanging upon his skirts to catch his smile. 
It was as if a broken harp should thrill 
!Pull-string'd and golden in a moment's space, 
And give out music to the very winds. 
That happy eve ! — Dost thou remember it ? 

Flora, You lordly men live too much in your souls 
"While we poor maids live wholly in the heart. 
You say " My mind to me a kingdom is ;" — 
We place the seat of empire otherwhere ! 
And thinkest thou a moment such as this, 
In which a whole life's destiny was pack'd, — 
A moment, said I ? — Nay, the heart of being. 
Destined to colour all my future life, — 
A moment from the which my after years. 
Like to blood-globules should derive their tone, — 
That like the soul of nebulosities, 
Trembled with fate, and starry after-life — 
Could be forgotten in my waking hours ? 
Thy words to me were doom, I heard them all ; 
I answer'd thee, and gave thee love for love : 
And thenceforth I was thine in heart and soul ! 
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Alexis. With this sweet memory nestling in my mind, 
In one of my most self-desponding hours, 
I wrote a tale of this same summer-time, 
Which was to be prophetic of our fate. 

Flora, Oh let me hear it now that happiness. 
Hangs o'er us like a blush of ruddy dawn ! 

Alexis readi from a manutcript. 
Eve has come trembling down upon the world 
With her cool blessings and her odorous calms. 
Another busy, bright-hair' d Day is dead, 
With all its eager tumults and its strife. 
Its pleasant smiles, and agonies of toil : 
And now his mother Eve comes stealing on, 
Deck'd sadly in her decent funeral robes. 
To bury her fair son, and shed her tears 
Upon his lovely, flower-lipped handiwork. 
No fiery agony was on his brow 
When the flashed Day sank, spent and weary, down 
Upon his gorgeous cushions in the West, 
And so she comes on calmly through the shades. 
And seals the shut eyes of the flowers with dew, — 
Sweet weeping Eve ! — 

And they two are alone ! 
The eye of heaven is lidded yet ; no stars 
Leap out like glances from its wondrous orb. 
The wind is murmuring round the Abbey-walls 
Low gushing tales of sweetest summer-time, — 

M 2 
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And they two are alone ! 

• Old dim-eyed monks 

Have sat beneath the umbrage of these trees, 
Eeading their missals in hot, July noons, 
When the Earth panted underneath its wealth, 
Like a young queen beneath her gala-robes, 
Fold rolling down on fold right regally, 
Heavy with gold and gleamy -crusted gems ; — 
Or listening to the rippled utterance 
Of the bright stream that dances down hereby, 
Grayest of all Lotharios, making love 
Unto a thousand listening flowers at once. 
Here once the garden bloom' d ; and there 
The jovial orchard stoop* d beneath the sun. 
Lifting its golden apples to the light, 
"With all their ruddy faces gleaming up 
In everlasting laughter to the skies. 
Where now the wild-briar strings its pearl-like flowers, 
That spread their white breasts to the amorous bees. 
Here too came out the solemn midnight chant 
When none were by to listen, save the stars, 
And Him who wove them in his azure robes. 
And hung them round His mighty midnight crown. 
As monarchs hang their diamonds round their heads : 
But now no long, and tremulous music-thrill 
Breaks like a ripple on this lake-like hush. 
The shrine is desecrated, and the owl 
Whoops wildly where the stately Chapter sat. 
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The Autumn leaves go pattering on the ground, 
Where holy footsteps even fear'd to tread. 
The Winter storms come rushing round the walls, 
Like him who at Jerusalem shriek'd out " Wo ! '* 
And there are none to take the warning up. 
Midnight comes hush'd above the roofless church, 
Where once the mighty gold-lipp'd organ stood. 
Like a great seraph, with its hundred throats, 
Eolling out surges of sweet harmony 
In grand triimiphal swellings unto God ; 
And the lank ivy dangles from the walls. 
Where once the baron's banner proudly hung. 
And whimpled gently to the passing winds ; 
And the bright serpent in his golden mail. 
Like a bold Paynim, comes to sun himself 
Upon the lifted altar, where, erstwhile, 
Bich mitred abbots, and lords paramount. 
Have knelt in lowly reverence and prayer. 
All now is still, this tranquil Summer eve, — 
And they two are alone ! 

Her flaxen hair 
Is surging down upon her lily neck. 
Like sun-rays upon snow. Her little foot 
Is beating nervously the flowery sward, 
And her white hand is trembling in his grasp ; 
And innocence is round her like a robe. 
Making her holy as a sainted shrine. 
Sweet rosy tints and blushes of the mom 



166 NIGHT AND THE SOUL. 

Come sbimmiBring softly o'er her timid cheek, 

Faint as the lustre of the Northern glows 

Swooning across the swarthy face of Night. 

He stands beside her in his morning pride, 

His black curls clustering round his lofty brow, — 

A brow whereon great thoughts have set their seal. 

Great thoughts, that, like the footsteps of the Lord, 

Do hallow all they touch ; which, like the sun 

Already sunken, give unto the hills 

Long lingering glories when themselves have set. 

And, like the touch of an Apostle's hand. 

Leave evermore a halo and a glow ! 

He stands beside her in his morning pride. 

Now pale and flush' d by turns ; and she, sweet girl ! 

Drinks in his flowing words as eagerly 

As the parch' d earth the droppings of the heavens. 

Or as the silent Night, heart-hush' d herself. 

Listens unto the rush of waterfalls. 

" I love thee ! And wert thou transform' d to sand, 

I'd write these words upon it with my blood ! 

I've loved thee long ! Thy slightest, careless words 

Have been as welcome to my miser-heart 

As the first letter of a wandering son 

To his lone mother in her cottage home. 

Thy innocent looks and softest winning tones 

Have all been guested by my wilder'd soul, 

As angels were by men in the old time 

Of Patriarchs and Prophets, when the earth 
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Was but a suburb of the glorious heaven. 

IVe speculated on thy treasured heart ; 

IVe struck the balances a hundred times 

Between the wealth which thou canst dower me with, 

And the great hungry Nothing of thy * Nay,' 

And gambled, like a madman, on thy smiles, 

Staking the universe against thy love ! 

Oh ! to win this, I would have wander' d forth 

Over the desert sands of Araby, 

And dared the monsters of the jungle try 

Issues of life and death, but to bring back 

The shaggy lion's mane, or the striped gold 

Of the grim tiger from his cavern lair, 

Or spotted plush of panthers from the boughs 

Of dim primeval forests, for thy feet 

To toy with, on some dreary Winter day ! 

I would have dived into the passionate hearts 

Of fiery continents to win thee spoil ; 

Have wander' d over dry and burning sands ; 

Have crawl' d along the narrow ridge of rocks; 

Have plunged into the depth of shark-fill'd seas ; 

Have dared the knife, and gleaming tomahawk ; 

And wander'd over unknown, trackless wastes — 

A self-made Bedouin for the love of thee ; 

And slain the elephant for his ivory tusks ; 

And wildly torn the gleaming panoply 

From the yet quivering form of serpents dire ; 

And wrung, from out the death-clutch, with hard gripe. 
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The treasured hoards of savages for thee ; 

And then come laden back with hard- won spoil, 

Like a footsore and swarthy Mussulman 

Unto his Prophet's shrine ! I would have shamed 

The fabulous tales of olden chivalry, 

Outdone the deeds of Arthur and his Knights, 

And paled the fame of warlike Saladin.. 

I would do more ! I would have bent these times, 

These wondrous times, with all their mighty thoughts, 

Their giant sufferings, and heroic deeds, 

Into a rainbow over thy sweet life, 

A grand triumphal arch, the which to see. 

All future ages should have clapp'd their hands ! 

Say, say. Dost thou love me ? " 

She was as pale 
As the faint Earth with snow upon her cheek. 
She meekly answer'd " Tes ! " 

There came a rush 
Into his heart and soul that blinded him. 
He lean'd against a pillar for support ; 
A moment more, and two fond beating hearts 
Leapt to each other like a pair of doves ; 
And then, like rustics at a sylvan feast. 
Danced to the same wild tune. A lightning kiss 
Ean through their trembling spirits with a thrill, 
And he broke forth : " I will be dumb no more ! 
Great thoughts have long been bounding in my soul, 
Like lions caged, against their prison-bars. 
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I will unleasli them, and they shall go forth 

To tear and to destroy the plump-form* d lies 

That stalk along the highways of the earth ! 

I will weave garlands round thy radiant head, 

As Night doth wreath the Earth ahout with stars : — 

The solemn glory of the midnight heavens ; 

The splendours which do pillow the dead sun ; 

And the bright pomp and jewel-dews of mom ; 

And songs of singing birds ; and tints of flowers ; 

And evanescent purples of the skies ; 

And all the glories of the earth and heaven, 

And of the middle air, and of the sea — 

These will I summon with my magic verse. 

To be thy slaves for ever ! I will fold 

Great thoughts and images about thy name, 

Making it deathless as the universe. 

And hang it high among the galaxies ! 

I will enshrine thee in the love of all, 

And thou shalt be as dear unto the earth 

As the sweet memory of its Eden-days ! 

And as a gifted artist's mighty thought 

Doth come like inspiration on the rocks, 

And they shake off their stony cerements, 

And leap out hosts of glorious marble-gods. 

Even so will I hew out of this grim world 

Divinest shapes to tend upon thy steps. 

And wait on thee for ever, evermore ! " 
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He ceased ; and there was silence for a space : 

Their talk grew tenderer ; and a holy calm 

Came like a Patriarch's blessing on their souls. 

" Behold ! " she said, " how still the great world is ! 

There is an air of sadness in this hush. 

Eve, like a widow whose sole son is dead, 

Sits calmly waiting the death-sleep of Night." 

Her eyes had long been fii*d on his. He smiled, 

For ere she spoke, Night had clomb up the void, 

And sat upon her dark throne in the heavens. 

" We will not talk of sadness," he replied, 

" Sadness is not for us ! 

The solemn Night comes hooded, like a nun 

From her dank cell, while all the laughing stars 

Mock the black weeds of the fair anchorite ! 

Sorrow is but the sham and slave of joy ; 

And this sweet sadness that thou wettest of 

Is but the dusky dress in which our bliss. 

Like a child sporting with the weeds of wo. 

Chooses a moment to enrobe itself. 

Come ! I will lead thee to thy tranquil home 

Out of the dew and darkness." 

Tears have gone. 
And a new name has sounded o'er the earth, 
A mighty soul hath risen from its dreams 
To don the robes of its regality. 
And all men chorus it with " Poet-King ! " 
He glides amid the glitter and the glare, 
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And feels himself alone ! 

Far in the North 
A churchyard rises high among the fells, 
Thick-strewn with graves, as grass-blades are with dew. 
Rich harvest-home of Death, which he has reap*d 
From fields as fair as any on the earth ; 
From meadows on the margin of sweet lakes. 
Lost ever in a tranquil dream of heaven. 
And smiling valleys, robed about with trees. 
O'er which vast mountains lift their ragged peaks. 
Like visible thunder hung before the eye, 
And hamlets scatter' d o'er the swelling hills, 
Spotless and fair as lambs. 

Among the graves. 
One is besprent with daisies ; and in Spring 
The fragrant primrose, saintliest of flowers. 
Lifts up its hopeful eye amid the turf. 
And she too is alone ! 

Ferdinand (coming up, cmd pointing at the table strewn with 

paper fi). " Othello's occupation is not gone." 

Alexis. Poems on childhood chiefly. Flora read. 
Flora reads. 
Always lightest was her laughter, — 
There was dream-land in its tone ; 
Though she mingled with the children, 

Yet she always seem'd alone. 
And her prattle, — 'twas but child's talk, — 
Yet it always sparkled o'er, 
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With a strange and shadowy wisdom, 

With a bird-like fairy-lore, 
Which you could not help but fancy 

You had somewhere heard before, 
In some old-world happy version 

By a bright Elysian shore ! 

All the little children loved her, — 

None so joyous in their play. 
And yet ever there was something 

Which seemed — ah ! so far away 
From the joyance and the laughter, 

And the streamlet's crisping foam, — 
'Twas as if some little song-bird 

Had dropp'd down from yon blue dome, 
Warbling still among the others. 

Wandering with them where they roam. 
And yet hallowing remembrance 

With low gushes about home ! 

Oh the glory of those child-eyes ! 

Oh the music of her feet ! 
Oh those peals of spirit-laughter 

Coming up the village street ! 
Shall we never hear her knocking 

At the little ivied door ? 
Will she never run to kiss us 

Bounding o'er the oaken floor ? 
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Has that music gone for ever ? 

Are those tender lispings o'er ? 
Oh the terror 1 Oh the anguish 

Of that one word, — evermore ! 

Ever was she but a stranger 

Among sublunary things : 
All her life was but the folding 

Of her gorgeous spirit- wings, — 
Nothing more than a forgetting, — 

Still she gave more than she took 
From the sunlight or the starlight. 

From the meadow, or the brook : — 
There was music in her silence. 

There was wisdom in her look, 
There was raying out of beauty 

As from some transcendent book ; — 
She was wonderful as grottoes 

With strange gods in every nook ! 

And at night, amid the silence. 

With her little prayer-clasp' d hands, 
She look'd holy as the Christ-church 

Eising white in Pagan lands : — 
Seem'd she but the faltering prelude 

To a great tale of Qod's throne, — 
As a flower dropp'd out of heaven 

Telling whither it has grown. 
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But she left us — she, our angel — 
Without murmur, without moan ; 

And we woke and found it starlight, — 
Found that we were all alone, 

And as desolate as birds' nests. 
When the fledglings have all flown ! 

But our house has been made sacred, — 

Sacred every spot she trod ; 
For she came a starry preacher 

Dedicating all to God. 
Eender thanks unto the Giver 

Though His Gift be out of sight, 
For a jubilant to-morrow 

Shall come after this to-night ! 
She hath left a spirit-glory 

Blending with the grosser light. 
Oh the earth to us is holy ! 

Oh the other world is bright ! 

Ferdinand, My eye is resting on a manuscript. 
What is it — ^burly baUad, song or dirge ? 

Aleads. A father's sob above his one child's grave. 
But read it. 

Ferdinand reads. 

No crimson glories hang about the West ; 

No saint-like halos crown the broad-brow' d hill ; 
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Pale, drown' d in mists the heavy sun goes down, 
And leaves a leaden twilight, calm, and still. 

Long, ragged clouds hang sloping from the sky. 
Like storm-rent banners on a battle-field ; 

And the calm heavens are spread above the world 
Cold and metallic as a gleaming shield. 

Hush'd are the winds ; the very rills are choked ; 

"Wild, swarthy splendours were in heaven all day, 
Mocking the pale-fringed thunder- clouds that roar'd 

Like pallid panthers growling in their play. 
A solemn hush is over sea and sky, 

Save when hot pants come sobbing through the air, 
Ajid the low smother'd moans that from afar. 

Tell where the lonely ocean makes his lair. 

Oh but for one wild brattling thunder-burst. 

To leap amid these pent and labouring calms ! 
Oh for the husky brawling of the storm. 

Whose voice, amid this hush, were sweet as psalms ! 
Ye clouds ! grudge not your rains, but let them forth ! 

And, O ye tempests ! Shake your dripping wings ! 
Nay ! all is hot and pent as some black cave 

Where a wild beast is crouching, ere it springs ! 

In glossy goldenness the buttercups 

Look up from out the round and bossy sod 

Where they have laid thee, O thou fairest child ! 
Thou latest, loveliest, miniature of God ! 
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Thou here — amid these dim, o'ershadowing elms — 
Thou here — and darkness ? Oh, it cannot be ! — 

Here ?— and yet all this deep hush-voicedness — 
Here — here — ^my Emma ? — ^yet no sign of thee ? 

Away ! It is not so ! — The misty Night 

"Would blossom into stars if thou wert here ; 
A tremulous glory would o'erbrim the clouds, 

And heaven itself would swim and hover near. 
I should feel little happy motionings, — 

Hand clappings, looks of love, and tones of bliss, — 
And tiny arms would be about my neck. 

And ruddy lips would pout into a kiss ! 

Ah ! 'tis but yesterday when thou didst come, 

Dower' d with all graces from God's great right 
hand; 
Thou loveliness epitomised, — thou stray 

"Wild ray of glory from the starry land ! 
Thou wert attended by all blissful things ; 

White wing6d smiles across thy face were driven, 
Bright, holy, and divinely beautiful. 

Like busy, gleaming, memories of heaven ! 

Ah ! 'tis but yesterday the living words 
Leapt from thy lips as innocent as fawns ; 

But yesterday thy rich and mellow laugh 
Ban like a river o'er the sloping lawns ; 
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But yesterday the sweetest lustre shone, 

Like starlight on a lake amid. thy tears ; 
And through thy soul, as through a haunted wood, 

Went crowds of angel hopes and hooded fears. 

But yesterday along the garden walks 

Thy little feet went bounding in wild glee. 
And, from behind the tree-boles, thy young face 

Peep'd, radiant as a star at night, for me ; 
But yesterday and thou didst strive to hide 

Behind the tangled greenery of the bowers, 
But thy gold tresses gUmmer'd through the screen, 

And gave a richer sunlight to the flowers. 

It is but yesterday and thy sweet talk 

Opened rich wonders to my earnest view. 
Like ancient pictures, with their golden mists 

And forms of shining angels shimmering through 1 
But yesterday, and all this weary world 

Was sanctified and lovely as a shrine. 
For God was near me, speaking through thy lips, 

And making my life beautiful through thine. 

Oh ! I remember thee, my child ! my child ! 

AU lovely things that beautify the globe, — 
Stars, flowers, and rainbows, and the sunny heavens 

Gathered about thee like a gorgeous robe. 
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Even the Night with thee forgot her glooms, 
And came out calm and holy as a priest ; 

And the rough storm exchanged his angry roar 
For the glad gambols of a sportive beast ! 

But now ! oh now ! — A little empty chair 

Casts its IftTiTr shadow on my cottage floor, 
And a dark memory ever, ever broods 

Like a black mute, before my open door. 
These and this little grave are all of thee 

Which the world offers to my straining sight, — 
The world — how poor ! — But oh ! the wealthy heaven 

That holds this new-bom augel in its light ! 

Flora. Here is another. Shall I read it, too ? 

[Alexis Tiodi assent. 

She reads * The Child's Dream." 

The shadows fall upon the floor, 

The clock is ticking on the stairs. 
The quiet winds are murmuring low, 

Erom out their odorous garden lairs. 
The sun has gone down in the west. 

Dim is the valley, long and wide ; 
Twilight stands hush'd upon the hills, 

"Waiting for Night, his starry bride ; 
And little Ellen in her room 

Is praying by her mother's side. 
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Few are the words, and simple, too, 

But all her soul goes up with them ; 
Things are not prized in heaven as here — 

Witness Thou Babe of Bethlehem ! 
Pray on, sweet child ! Thy little words 

Are heard among the Seraphs there ; 
Pray on, sweet chUd ! The world is old. 

And sin is whitening all her hair : 
And men and women yet to be 

May have to bless thy evening prayer. 

And now her breath comes soft and warm 

From out the counterpane's pure snow — 
As if a lily learnt to breathe. 

Instead of learning how to grow ! 
A sweet dream steals upon her sleep — 

Led by some angel by the hand, 
She standeth on the gleaming sward 

Of some enchanted, sunny land, 
Where fragrant flowers for ever bloom. 

By music-breezes ever fann'd. 

And there are slumberous trees that dip 

Their lazy branches in the streams, 
And grottoes strange as moonlight is 

Seen in the golden sheen of dreams ; 
And there are wings that glitter by, 

And sing and murmur as they go, 

N 2 
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And there are streams as blue as heaven, 
With a crisp sweetness in their flow — 

Streams unlike any on the earth, 
With pebbles bright as stars below ! 

And all the groves and valleys ring 

With the light laugh of waterfalls ; 
And fruits hang clustering, many-hued, 

Gorgeous as tulips from the walls ; 
And lambs go frisking in and out, 

And sun-plumed birds seek out the shade, 
And a strange music fills the air 

And is the soul of every glade — 
As though a harp should disappear 

And be the music that it made ! 

" And lo ! " the bright-brow'd stranger said- 
He who led Ellen by the hand — 

" This is not earth, nor is it heaven. 
It is the bright-edg'd border-land ; 

And hither all your good deeds come ; 
Tour holy wishes, well-spent hours, 

Are here, in this Mid-land, transformed 
To birds and blossoms, fruits and flowers. 

Tour holy tears to crystal streams. 
Tour prayers to amaranthine bowers ! 

This is the future that you see 

When Hope is limner to the eyes — 



NIGHT AND THE SOUL. 181 

The Past evangeled — ^bom anew, 

And robed in purples of the skies. 
And lo ! " he said, "yon golden cloud 

Streaming adown the silent blue !" 
The child look'd up. She saw a mist 

With forms of angels glimmering through. 
" Behold ! " he said, " the hosts of heaven ; 

See what these wonder-workers do ! " 

And lo ! the angels bore sweet plants 

And flowers of every hue and race ; 
They came and dug the old ones up, 

And placed the new ones in their place ; 
And then, with those that they had pluck'd, 

They sought once more their starry clime. 
" Behold ! " the stranger said, " how blest 

Are all the holy sons of time, 
The good they do flowers once on earth, 

And then in heaven it grows sublime ! " 

The morning broke with songs of birds 

As she unclosed her violet eyes ; 
The world seem'd younger than last night, 

There was a glory in the skies ; 
And Ellen sank upon her knees, 

Pray'd that the past might be forgiven. 
That she might have some angel flowers 

Pure as the snow-flakes newly driven — 
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Flowers that might bless her here on earth. 
And more than bless her up in heaven. 

Ferdinand, This from Alexis ! "Wonders surely grow ! 
Alexis, the philosopher, the sage, 
"Whose song should be as wide as yon blue heaven — 
A mighty sea where nothing less than worlds 
Should sail through the calm deeps in place of swans, 
With margin left for comets to stream through, 
And brush the gold-dust from the face of suns, 
"With God himself for Hero, and all space 
To its extremest verges for the scene, 
"With crimson sunsets and with golden dawns 
For wayside flowers, with Night as a stray witch. 
And Day as page — with a slight episode 
To show how first the young stars were flnleash'd, 
Spangling the hush'd infinity with gold, 
Like bright thoughts dwelling in a Poet's mind ; 
Alexis, the philosopher, and sage, 
Descending to be laureate to a child. 
And painting, with fidelity, its dreams ! 

Alexis (smiling). Thou art the old Alexis — I the new ! 
I would I were indeed a very child, 
"With all its purity, its happy dreams, 
Its awe, its love, its wondering reverence 1 
"We full-grown, bearded men may pry and pry, 
But the last secret that we learn is this — 
That being is a circle after all, 
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And the last line we draw in afterlife 
Eejoins the arc of childhood when complete- 
That to he more than man is to he less. [A pome. 
Here is a song — hut in another mood — 
?rhe Poet's mighty mission is its theme. 

[He taJees wp a Mwmacfnfgi and, reads. 
Moan the old eternal billows, sound the winds their ancient 

pipe. 
'Tis the Autumn of the Ages, and the golden fruits are ripe ; 
High they cluster 'mong the branches in the regions out of 

sight. 
And the Mighty One who gathers them must pass the realms 

of night, 
Flinging back, like regal ocean, the pale corpses of affright. 

Whisper softly mystic voices, busy still are shadowy hands. 
And a deep prophetic murmur trembles o'er the needy 

lands. 
He is coming whom you wot of, — He, the godlike son of 

Time, 
Who will make your age immortal, and your energies 

sublime — 
Teach your parch'd hearts how to blossom, and your spirits 

how to climb. 

Lo ! he dwells amid the silence — like a ring of paly fires 
Bum the ancient Bards around him — melting music froni 
their lyres. 
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And he glideth like a spirit up the dim aisles of the past, 
To the Altars of the Heroes, where a strong oath binds 

him fast, 
And the old Forever shouteth — " Lo a new Iconoclast ! ** 

Comes he thence nng'd round with glorj from the gleams 

of yesterday. 
With englobed to-morrows bursting like young buds in 

laughing May ; 
And he looks into the Future — sees upon its shining strands 
Mighty songs with mighty burdens lying on the golden 

sands — 
Sleeping angels — till he wake them — to instruct the trembling 

lands! 

" Why," he says, " should this bright Present of the Past 

be but a slave ? 
Why should living men be linked to the ashes of a grave ? 
Lo ! the present hour is holy as a grand cathedral-chime ; 
Lo ! this gorgeous day goes Queenlike with the treasures of 

all Time, 
And her men and women dangle on the verge of the 

sublime. 

Mighty thoughts are wildly leaping in dumb play within 

their souls ; 
They are rich as ancient worlds are, though they show but 

icy poles ; 
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I will lift their thought to sunlight, like a flower above the 

sod; 
I will loose the rock-bound waters with a newer Moses' 

Eod; 
I will thrill the great world's harp-strings with a new hymn 

unto God!" 

Then once' more he seeks old Silence — ancient Mother of 
the Wise, 

And once more God's mystic Handmaids re-anoint the 
Poet's eyes. 

And once more the golden Puture, by the Past unking- 
dom'd stands — 

" Mighty shapes ! " quoth he, '* this Present claspeth both 
your muffled hands. 

Like a new Christ 'twixt the Prophets on the lifted Table- 
lands ! 

And thou Past art but its birthday, and thou Future but its 
prime. 

And lo ! this hour bandeth heroes of the old and coming 
time. 

Shine the pale stars still in heaven, beat the waves upon the 
shore. 

Still the angels knock for ever at our close-barred temple- 
door. 

And the old world still is rocking to the tune of "Ever- 



more! 



p> 
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Why then tremble at the Ancient ? Come out bravely in 

to-day; 
Ming your baby's bandage off you ; cast your swaddling 

clothes away ! 
Is not man the God-child ever ? Have the great spheres 

lost their power ? 
None of all the mystic ages half so rich as this good hour, 
For thetf its buried fibres are while it shines out the flower I " 

And once more he seeks the Silence, lowly bending in the 

dust, 
And the great world shows her spirit flashing 'neath her 

ribbed crust. 
And the old sea moans his secret, and the mountains 

whisper low. 
And earth's creeds, Mke Chieftains' banners, swing and hurtle 

to and fro. 
And he sees the truth of all things streaming star-like far 

below, 
And the mighty spirit-splendours from which outward 

splendours flow. 

Cries he, " Spirit is God's mirror, and He shineth every- 
where. 

Not a soul but has a glinting of His features here and 
there. 

And where soul is there is beauty gleaming up in outward 
things, — 
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E*en the moimtams are bat cages where some bird-like 

spirit sings, — 
And the earth is but the nest-home where thej learn to 

sprout their wings ! " 

Then he walks among the spindles, and along the dusty 

street, 
And he hears the iron clangour, and the noise of busy feet ; — 
Sees the heavy ships go laden, like earth's souls to other 
i lands ; — 

i Sees the halting, and the hunger' d, and the sick in ghastly 

bands, 
•• Sees sleek men go hurrying past them, — ^with their Bibles 
in their hands ! 

And he cries, "Thus Gk)d is honour'd by a plump and 
gilded lie ! 

You would serve Him (while He served you) yet you suffer 
His to die. 

Tou will build Him gorgeous temples, (was He ever famed 
for pride ?) 

"While you calmly let those perish for whose sakes the God- 
Man died ! — 

Nay ye shame the very devils, — 'Twas not tJiey who cru- 
cified! 

Know that underneath this sunshine lurk a thousand pur- 
pling ires ; 
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Know that far below this common-place leap shaggy-maned 

fires; 
Know, those old God-Daughters, — Destinies — are busy at 

their looms, 
Working still amid the thunders, and the everlasting glooms. 
And the threads they spin are Actions, which they weave 

into your dooms ! 

Know, that in the tide of being there is but one heart and 

soul, 
And the deed you do to-morrow will, like light, affect the 

whole ; — 
TThat you cannot strike the branches but you hurt the 

parent tree ; — 
For whoso did this evil thing, " He did it unto Me." 
Though you look before you trample, there is more than you 

can see ! [Alexis, laying the manuscript aside. 

So much as I have learnt, that will I sing ; 
And, if the world will listen, it is well. 
If not, then God shall be my auditor. 
And the still Night shall know another soul. 
And the great realm of spirits welcome me ! 
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Fir Tree's Story. 



PoUiBhed I7 Oroomliridgt and Sou. 



THE GOOD BOY HENET; 

OB, THB YOTTZrO CHILD'S BOOK OF VJJXVMBB. 

By J. L LOCKHABT, F.R.S.A. 

With Frontispiece, 16mo, price 1#. 



STOEIES 

FOE SUMMEE DAYS AJ^D WINTEE NIGHTS. 



Price 2d. each. 
Adapted for Childran between the Aces of Tour and Six Yean. 



Carl Thorn. 
Ally's Birthday. 
WiUiamTeU. 
Bight is Bight. 
Wishing and Working. 
EhnYilk. 



Lost and Found* 
Little Tim. 
Peter Lawley. 
My Young MastefB. 
Dayid Allen. 



SECOND SERIES. 

Price 3d, each. 
Of a more advanoed eharaoter, combining Instrufltion with 
Beoreation. 



The Sea Kings. 

Madelaine Tube. 

The Young Emigrants. 

The Boy and the Book. 

Oscar. 

The Crusaders. 

The Ship and the Island. 

The Fairy Craft of Nature. 

Widow's Son. 

Children and the Sage. 

Halcyon Days. 

Louis DuyaL 

Foundling of the Wreck. 

In School and out of SchooL 

The Young Artist 

Seeker and Finder. 



Home at the Haven. 
Poacher and his Family. 
King and the Bondmen. 
Bewards of Industry. 
Vacant Throne. 
Bising and Thriring. 
Self Helpers. 
Uncle Tom's Cabin liar 

Children. 
Story of Wellington. 
The Sisters. 
Moffat the Missionary. 
Alfired the GFreat 
Anna Webster. 
Bound the World. 
The Irish Emigrants. 



These exoeUent Httle works, which have perhaps had a more eztensiTe sale 
than any series of Children's Books ever published, are kept bound in 
various wa^ at prices from Sixpence upwards. They are strouglj 
recommended as Bewards, Inftnt School rruM, Birthday or Christmas 
Presents. 



PiiUiBhad I7 GrocmbriAge and Sons. 



A CYCLOPEDIA OF POETICAL QUOTATIONS. 

COKSISTXHO O* 

CHOKE PKSSMES FROM THE POETS OF EVERY ftOE MO GOUHTRY, 
Classified under distmct beftds, and alphabetioaUy arranged for Beferenoe. 

By H. a. ADAMS. 

Fcap. 8vo, doth, with Vignette Portraits, pricje 69. W, 

A CYCLOPAEDIA 

oi- 

SACRED POETICAL QUOTATIONS. 

Glasslfled and amuiveA under Snltfeoi Headlngray 

ILLUSTRATED BY STRIKING PASSAGES FROM SCRIPTURE, 

AVB VOBMXira AiaOGBTSSB 

% Complete Idooii of Btbotional ^om^. 

By H. a. ADAMS. 
Foap. 8to, doth, with Yignette Portraits, price 6». Sd* 



THE THREE SISTERS. 

By the late JOHN BOBY. 
Anthar of "Traditions of Lanoashire," etc., etc. 

12mo, boards, price Is^ Sd* 

THE INDIAN WIFE. 

A TALE- 
By O. B. bound, £s<^ 

12mo, prioe 1a 

THE AMYOTT FAMILY. 

A DOWESTIC STORY. 
By thb Aitthob ov ** Talbs that Might bb Tsuiy" etc., ete. 

Foolscap Sfo, doth, prioo &9, 

THE GARLAND; 

OB, 

POETRY FOE CHILDHOOD AIO) YOUTH. 
This is a good and cheap selection of upwards of One Hundred 
and SixJhr Pieces, gleaned from the True Poets of the 
English Tongue, fitted for Children to learn or read. 

18mo, doth, price 9d. 



PoUisliad by Groomlnidge and Sons. 



THE PHARMACEUTICAL LATIN GRAMMAR 

An easy Introduction to Medical Latin, the London Pharma- 
copoeia^ and the Pemsal of Physicians' Prescriptions. 

By ABNOLD JAMES COOLEY. 

12mo, cloth, price 5«. 

THE PHCENOGAMOFS PLANTS 

OF GREAT BRITAIN. 

Ananged according to the Natural Orders, with a copious 
List of Synonymes. 

Foolscap 8yo, price 2s» 

THE TREATMENT AND CURE OF DISEASES 

INOEDENTAIi TO 

SEDENTAET LIFE. 

By WILLLLM PEAEOB, M.B.O.S., L.S.A^ 
Aathor of <*The Moral and Intellectiial Tnuning of lofiuits/' ^Breiy 
Mother's Book," etc., eto. 
psoroiPAii coimvxs. 
Snaceptibility of different CoiistitationB — Fandaon of the Skin— Supply of 
Blood^-Xfervoas System— Digestion— Loas of Appetite— Exercise— Naa»ea~ 
Irritable Stomaob— Heartburn— Aoidity-Goat in Stomaohr-Gomatroatioit^ 
Torpid Lirer^ Hypochondriasis — BeHgions Monomania — ^Period of taking 
Food— Kind of Food— Drink— Disordered Sensations— Dlasions — Neural^ 
— Sciatica— Headache— The Bye— Anatonuoal Fecnliarities— The Main- 
tenance of Health— Preoaotioos Atmoephare— VentUaJtion, etc. 

Fcap. 8to, cloth, price St, 6d. 

''Abounds with plain common sense. Ibe author shows himself too sound a 
practitioner fiv any one to be afraid to follow his adrice. It is not too 
medical in its construction, being prepared with an evident intention to 
advise those who are much occupied m the library, the study, and the 
oountinff«house, with the nature of the disorders to which they are sub- 
ject, and how to adopt measures of prevention, relief, and removaL"— 
SdF§ Wwhly Keuenger, 

CHEONOLOGICAL TABLETS; 

REPEESENTING THE PRINCIPAL EPOCHS IN ENGUSH HISTOBY. 
By JOSHUA G. EITOH, M.A. 

1. COWSTITXTTIOK AOT) LaWB. 

2. LiTBBATTTBB AlH) LeAXKINO. 

3. MmXABY ASD I^AYAI. AjFAXBS. • 

Printed on large sheets, price 1«. the set. 



Publislied by Groombridge and Sons. 

THE CANAET, 

A CAGE, OPEN AIR, AND CHAMBER BIRD. 

With copious Directions for Breeding, Feeding, Bearing, and 
Educating the Young, etc., etc. 

Bt WILLIAM EXDD, ov Haiooebsmith. 

WITH FORTY ILLUSTRATIONS- 

16mo, dotliy price 6#. 

B.RITISH 

GAME BIRDS AND WILD FOWL. 

ZLLUSTliATBD WITH COLOITBED FIiATBS. 

By BEVERLEY E. MORRIS. 

Publishing Monthly, each Part price 2s. 6d. 

A EAKD-BOOK OF BRITISH FERNS. 

Intended as a Ghiide and Companion in Fern Culture. Com- 
prising Scientific and Popular Descriptions, with Engravings 
of all the Species indigenous to Britain j with Remarks on 
their History and Cultivation. 

By THOMAS MOORE, 
OinusoB ov SHX BosAiric Qaxdkx ov thi Sooxbtt ov Apothboabiss. 

18mo, doth, price 5«. 

RURAL ECONOMY 

FOR COTTAGE FARMERS & GARDENERS.' 

A Treasury of Information on Cow-teeping, Sheep, Pigs, 
Poultry, Horse, Pony, Ass, Goat, Bees, etc., etc. 

By MARTIN DOYLE. 

18mo, cloth, price 2s, 

THE 

CLANS OF THE HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND. 

With Coloured Delineation of their various Tartans and 
• ' Family Arms, 

By THOMAS SMIBERT, 

Royal 8vo, price £2. 6«. 



PuUished hj GrwniMdge and Soni. 



THE STEAM ENGINE. 

A Fopiilar Acooimt of its Construction, Action, and History, 

with a Description of its Yarious Forms, and a Sketch 

of the Laws of Heat and Pneumatics. 

By HUGO EEID. 
Poolsoap 8vot oloth, vith. Porty Ulnstrations. 

Frioe 4a. 6d. 



MODEL LESSONS 

FOR INFANT SCHOOL TEACHERS. 
bt miss mato. 

Ihird Xidition, Three Tola., 12mo, price each it. 6d. 

PEACTIOAL BEMARKS ON INFANT 
EDUCATION. 

VOB THE TTBE 07 80HOOI3 AND FBIVATS PAlfTTiTTM. 

By the Bey. Db. HAYO aio> MISS MAYO. 

Fourth Edition, 12mo, price 2#. 



A GEADUATED COTJESE OF INSTRUCTION. 

POB TNVAIXT BOSOOXiS AKD NUBSBBIBa 

Third Edition, 12mo, price !«. 6d, 



USEFUL HINTS TO TEACHEBS 

OF UTFAUTT :9CH00I«8 AUTD UriJRSBBIBB. 

Second Edition, 12mo, price If. 



RELIGIOUS INSTRUCTION FOR YOUNG 
CHILDREN. 

Bj the Author of " Model Lessons." 
. Second Edition, Two Vols., 12mo, price each 8#. 6<i 



PmUished hj OfMnteidge «ifl tenii 

A SELECTION OF HYMNS & POETRY 

TOB THX V8B OJ* UnTAKT BOHOOZ18 AKD VAKZUBS. 

"Most of the pieces convef somepioas «nd moral sentmhenty or tend to 
inqpress some rehgions trath.*'-~ 

Fourth Edition, 12mo, price 3#. 



INFOBMATION ON COMMON OBJECTS. 

TOB THX XTSB 07 SCHOOLS. 

Second Edition, 12mo, prioe 2#. 6d. 



A MANUAL OF DOMESTIC ECONOMY. 



WITH HINTS an DIMCSTIC HCIIfiWE AHB S9MEIT. 
By W. B. TBaETMEIEB. 

12mo, price 1«. 6d, 

THE GYMNASTIC FEEE EXEECISES 

OF P. H. LING. 

Arranged by H. Bothstbik, Translated, with Additions, 

By M. both, U.D. 

WITH FIFTY-EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS. 

12mo, price 2$. Qd, 

LESSONS ON HOUSEWIFERY. 

For the Use of Industrial Schools and Cottagers* Families. 

By JOHN WHITE, MJ1.0.S., 

Hon. Beo. to the H0I7 Txinity (Ti&ohley) Natumal aad Industrial Schools. 

ISmo, price 9d, 



ODELL'S SYSTEM OF SHORT-HAND. 

By which the nature of taking down Sermons, Lectures, Trials, 
Speeches, etc., may be acquired in a few hours, without the aid 
of a master. 

FORTY-FOURTH EDITION* 

16mo, pnoe Sd. 



PnbliilMd bj ^voombridge and Bom. 
THE CtTLTTVATBD * 

PLANTS OP THE FAEM. 

CSompriaiiig complete Treatises on the Coltiyation of Wheat* 
Yetohes, GDurnips, Beetroot, Bye, Cabbage, Carrot, Potato, 
Barley, Beans, Parsnips, Oats, Peas, Rape. 

By JOHN DONALDSON, 

QoYMKnaxT lavs Duuxaqm Bubtxtob. 

Antbor of the <* L«iid Steward and Furm Bsiliff," etc., etc. 

12mo, cloth, price St. 6d* 



THE 

FAMEES" AND COTTAGEES' GUIDE. 

By ALEXANDEB CAMPBELL. 

Sanctioned by and used in the Model Schools of the Com* 

missioners of National Education. 

Fifth Edition, 12mo, price 64. 



THE 

TOXTNO NATURALIST'S LIBRABT. 

Edited by H. 0. ADAMS. 
I. 

NESTS AND mOS OF FAMILIAE BIRDS. 

WITH EIGHT COLOURED PLAT€8. 

Price If. 

n. 

BEAUTIFUL BUTTERFLIES. 

Oontaining the History of a Butterfly through all its changes 
and transformations. 

WITH EIGHT COLOURED PLATES. . ^ . ^ 

Pnce If. 

SHELLS AND THEIR INHABITANTS. 

WITH COLOURED PLATES. * 

Nearly ready. 



PuUishAd bj Chroombridge and Sou. 



LECTUEES ON NATTJEAL PHILOSOPHY. 

By the Bby. J. W. Mo. (PAULEY. 

TIiIb Treatise is employed in the Training of the Teachers in 
the Irish National Schools, and is adopted as a Text Book 
in the principal Educational Establishments of the United 
Kingdom ana the Colonies. 

Fourth Edition, 8vo, price 7s. 6d. 



A TEEATISE. ON ALGEBEA, 

m THEORY AND PEACTICE. 

By the Rev. J. W. Mo. GAULEY. 

SAienONED lY THE COMMISSIMUS OF iATIOUL EDIieATIOI. 

12mo, price 2s. 6(2. 

ELEMENTAEY LATIN EXEECISES. 

Intended to illustrate, by easy and appropriate examples, the 
Accidence of the Eton Grammar, and the more common Bules of 
Syntax. 

By M. THOBNBOBBOW. 

12nio, doth, price Is. 6d, 



INTRODUCTORY LESSONS 

THE FEENCH LANGUAGE. 

WITH A SEBIES OF BXEB.OISES. 
By 0. J. DELILLE, 
Professor of Christ's Hospital and the City of London School ; 
Examiner in the London Uniyersity and the College of 
Eton $ Author of *' The French Ghrammar," etc., etc. 

Second Edition, 12mo, cloth, price 1#. 6d, 



THE WmXN FIEST BOOK; 

with oonyxbsations and dialogues fob thb usb op schools. 

By MOBEIS MIEHNAUB, 

Professor of the G^erman Langaage, and Assistant at the Boyal 

Nayal School, New Cross. 

12mo, cloth, price Is, 6d. 



PnUiilied if QroombiUge and Soni. 



Works by the Bev. F. 0. MOBBIS, B.A. 



A HISTOET OF BEITISH BIEDS. 

Wiitf^ Colottrttr lEIInstrations. 

Yob. I., n., and III. ready. 

Boyal 8to, doth, price each, Via 

n. 

THE NESTS AND EGGS OF BEITISH BIEDS. 

mi^ Colountr Sllnstrations. 
Yol. I. ready. Bojal 8yo, cloth gilt, price 21s. 

A KATUEAL HISTOEY OF 

BEITISH BTJTTEEFLIES. 

astiti^ (IDoIourttr Sllnstrations. 

Boyal 8to, doth gilt, price 20s, 

IV. 

BIBLE NATURAL HISTORT. 

A Description of the Quadrupeds, Birds, Trees, FlantSy Insecte,^ 
etc., mentioned in the Holy Scriptures. 

miutrated with 160 Colomed Engravings. 

Imperial 16mo, doth gilt, price 10s. 6d. 

V. 

A BOOK OF NATURAL HISTORY. 

lUostrated with One Hundred and Sixty Coloured Plates of 
ATii?»ftl^ and Birds. « 

Imperial 16mo, doth gilt, price 10s, 6d, 



PnUiflhed 1^ CIroombridge and Sou. 



THE FAEM AND GAEDEN ESSAYS 



ooMFBisnra 

Arable Lnnd. 
Annuals. 
Fruit Trees. 
Chirden Frame. 



Poultry. 
Horse. 
Cattle. 
G-reenhonse. 

12mo, doth, price d«. 



THE GARDENEES' RECEIPT BOOK 

Containing Methods for Destroying all kinds of Yermin and 
Insects injurious to the Garden, with Preyentiyes and Cores 
for the different Diseases of Plants, and Directions for the 
Preseryation of Tree^ Fruits, and Flowers. 

By WILLIAM JONES. 

12mo, doth, price 2s, Sd, 



FLAX: 

CUI/riVATION AND MANAGEMENT. 

Bt J. H. DICKSON. 

12mo, doth, price it. 



ORCHIDACEOUS PLAOTS; 

A Practical Treatise on the Cultivation of this interesting tribe. 
By JOHN HENSHALL. 

8vo, doth, price 14a. 



THE PINE APPLE; 

Its Oultiyation, and a detail of the Author^s method of Growing 

the Yine and Cucumber in the same House. 

By JOSEPH HAMILTON. 

Second Edition, 12mo, price 5«. 



PuUished by Oioombridge and Sou. 

THE BEOKEN SWOED; 

Or, a SOLDIEE'S HONOTTB. 

a taiib op thb aijjbb abmisb of 1797. 

By ADELAIDE O'KEEFFE. 

Author of " Fatriarohial Times," etc., etc. 

" We have here an historical romance, the incidents of which are sup- 
ported by docoments, the authenticity of which the Author in her pre&ce 
satisfiEMjtorily estabUE^es. The incidents are well worked up, and the moral 
is B&boitary,^—SnfflUkwoman'$ Magctzvne. 

Foolscap 8yo, cloth, Illiistrated, price 69. 
THB 

TRAGEDY OF GAULEO GALILEI. 

By SAMUEL BROWN. 

«lt is seldom that we meet with a first essay in dramatic composition, 
possessing such genuine claims on attention as the work befOTe U8."-« 
AfheiuBum, 

Post 8to, price 4i. 

LTDIA; 

A WOMAN'S BOOK. 

By MES. NEWTON CBOSSLAND, 

(CAMILLA TOTJLMDr,) 

Autlior of " Memorable Women," etc., etc. 

« A woman's book it is in its delicacy of sentiment, eraoefhlnefla of ityle, 
and quick appreciation of character."— J^tfroiy QateUe. 

Foolscap 8yo, doth, price 6tf, 



DEAWING FROM OBJECTS. 

Lesioxis on Linear Drawing eiyen at the Home and Golomal 
Schools. 

By HANNAH BOLTON. 

WITH 940 IliliVSTBATIOirS. 

Sto, cloth, price 7«» 

A FIRST DRAWING BOOK 

A Walk through a House shown bj Scenes in the Journey. 
By HANNAH BOLTON. 

Imperial folio, Plates, price 7«. 6c?. 



Publiihed hj Cfroombridge and Sons. 

THE POETEY OF GEOGEAPHY. 

A Journey Bound the GHobe, in wWch a Comprehensive View 

of the Earth is taken, and Facts made familiar 

to the minds of all. 

By PBTEB lilVINGSTON. 

With Map. 12mo, price 2s. ed. 



A HISTOEY OF EOME, 

FROM ITS EARLIEST PERIOD TO THE DEATH OF VESPASIAN. 

Sanctioned bv the Commissioners of National Education in 
Ireland. 

By W, 0. MACDBRMOTT, Esq., Baeisteb at Law. 

12mo, price 28. 6d. 

EAKDOM EEADINGS, 

FOB THE BAHi, the BIVEB, AJSTD THE BOAD, 
THE FIEIiD, AND THE FIBESIDE. 

Post 8yo, price Is, 6d. 



A EHYMING DICTIONAEY 

FOB YOUNa POETS. 

WITH AN S88AY OK BNOLISH VEBeoa^CATIOir. 

12mo, price Is. 6d. 

LE PETIT EIMETJE 

Being French and English Words and Sentences in Bhyme. 

" Nursery rhymes are never forgotten. An attCTa.pt is here made to convert 
them into the vehicle of a few French words and phrases, which may be 
taught in pUy long before the learner has begun to read." — 

16mo, cloth, with pictures, price Is, 6d. 



ATHENS AND ATTICA. 

From the O^rman of Mfiller. 
By JOHN INGBAM LOCKHABT, r.E.S.A. 

8to, with Map, price 6i. 



PnUishftd bj Oroomlnridge and Son!. 

THE BEE-KEEPEES' MAOTAL. 

Practical Hints on the Management and Comj^lete rreserratioin 
of. the Honey Bee. 

By HENBY TAYLOB. 

VOTHEITH BDinON, 12ino. CLOTH. WITH 100 BNOBAVZNOS. 

Price 4#. 

'* All that ia required for praotioal purposes will be found in this volume." 
"•BelPt Meuenger, 

FLOEIGMPHIA BBITANNICA ; 

OB, 

ENGRAVINGS AND DESCRIPTIONS OF THE FLOWERING PUNTS 

AND FERNS OF BRITAIN. 

By RICHARD DEAKTN, UJ). 

Four Vols., 8to, doth, price £5. 4«. plain; or with the Plates 
Coloured, £9. 8f . 6d. 



A TREATISE ON SHEEP. 

.The Beat Means for their Improyement, Management, and 
Treatment of Diseases. 

By AMBROSE BLACKLOCS:. 
TENTH EDITION, ILLUSTRATED. 

18mo, cloth, price 3#. 

NEW GARDENERS' DICTIONARY. 

By R. W. plant, 

V Editor of the Flori$tt^ Journal and Chrdment Beeord. 
Arranged under Three Distinct Alphahets, affording concise 
Information upon Mowers, fruits, Vegetables, 
Trees, and Shrubs. 

Sto, doth, price 5«. 

THE BEAUTIES OF THE ROSE 

Illustrated with faithfully drawn and coloured Portraits of the 
Choicest Roses, with descriptive Letter-press, forming a 
complete Gxiide for the Cultiyation of this universal Gkurden 
Favourite. 

By henry CURTIS. 

Two vols., 4to, price 86f. 



Pnliiidwd bj Oroomfaridge and Bom, 



THE DAHLIA; 

Its Hiatorjr and CultiYatioii, with BescriptionB of the Beit 
Show Mowers. 



By eob^et Hoaa. 

WITH NINE COLOURED PLATES, 



Price 28, 6(2. 



A TEEATISE ON THE APPLE. 

Br BOBEBT HOGhG. 

8yo, Elostrated, panoe 10s, Qd, 



WATEE LILIES. 

93ie Boyal Water Lily of South America, and the Water Lflies 
of our own Land ; their History and Oultivation. 

Bx 0EOBaB LAWSON, F.B.S. 

WITH COLOURED PLATES. 

12mo, price 2f. 6({. 

PRINCIPLES OF CURRENCY & BANKING. 

By BIOHABD HOENEB MILLS, A.M. 

8yo, doth, price Ss. 6d, 



THE GILBAET PEIZE ESSAY 

ON THE ADAPTATION OF RECENT DISCOVERIES AND INVEtoONS 

IN SCIENCE AND ART, 

TO THE PURPOSES OF PRACTICAL BANKING. 

By 0BANVILLE SHARP. 

This Essay, which obtained the Prize of £100 offered hy J. W. 
CHIbart, Esq., F.B.S., for the best Esse^ on the adaptation 
of recent Liyentions, coUected at the Great Exhibition of 
1851, to the purposes of Practical Banking, is now pub* 
lished, with Illustrations, Samples, and Specimens, the 
Names and Addresses of Inyentors, Patented Exhibitors, 
etc., etc. 

8to, half-bound morocco, price 18«. 



PnUighed by ChmniMdge aad 8<nif. 



THE LAW OF BILLS OF EXCHANGE AND 
PEOMISSOEY NOTES. 

By STEWABT TOUENAY, Solioitob. 

'* A yery nsefiil book, conoiae, distinot, and well ammfired."— JE!coMOMMf. 

" A oonvenient hand-book for the oonntine hooae."— I%ii««. 

•* Clearly written— lucidly explained." — Bcmkert^ Magcudne. 

<* No house of business should be without it."— XonJon MercaniUe Journal. 

Post 8yo, price 4*. 



THE LAW OF BANKERS' CHEQUES, 

LETTERS OF CREDIT AND DRAFTS. 

Bt GEOBGE JOHN SKIW, Souoiiob. 

12ino, boards, price 6«, 

THE DECIMAL SYSTEM, 

As applied to the Coinage and Weights and Measures of Qreat 

Britain. 

By HENBY TAYLOB. 

Fourth Editi<»), 12mo, 1«. 6d. 



cm MEN AND CITY MANNEES. 

The Physiology of London Business, with Sketches on 'Change, 
and at the Coffee Houses. 

12mo, cloth, price 3«. 6d. 



THE MANAGEMENT OF A COUNTRY BANK. 

Overdrawn Accounts — ^Discounts — Securities — Circulation — 
Deposits— Bevenue of a Branch — ^Expenditure— Boutine Duties, 
etc., etc. 

By THOMAS BULLION. 

Fcap. 8vo, doth, price 5*. 



HINTS ON AEITHMETIC. 

ADDRESSED TO A YOUNG GOVERNESS. 
By lady VEBNEY. 

18mo, cloth, price 6d, 



PaUiilied liy Chroomliridge and ions* 



HYMNS FOE SCHOOLS. 

8ELE0TBD 

By the Rev. RICHARD HARVEY, M.A., 
BeeiOT of St. Mary's, Honuiey, and Chaplom in Ordinary to the. Qneen. 
Third Edition, 18mo, price 6<l. 



THE DUTY OF KEEPING THE LOED'S DAT. 

A SBBAiOir 
By the Rev. RICHARD HARVEY, M.A. 

12mo, price 1*. 



PEOVEEBS AND PEECEPTS 

FROM THE BIBI^B. 

Square 16mo, antique, price 2«. 



HYMNS FOR THE POOR OF THE FLOCK. 

d2mo, price 1«., or roan embossed, Is, 6d, 



PLAIN SEEMONS. 

FBBAOHED IN A VIIiIiAGE OHiXTBOH 
By a country CLERGYMAN. 

Three Vols., 12mo, price 12s. 



PLALt^ LECTUEES 

ON 

THE GOSPEL ACCOEDINa TO ST. MATTHEW. 

By the Hon. & Rev. 0. G. PERCEVAL. 

Author of ** Plain Sermoiu by a Country Clergyman." 

Pour Vols., 12mo, £1. 2*. 



PnUiahed liy Groombridge sad 

WOEK: 

THE LAW OF GOD, THE LOT OF MAN. 

A 8EBMON 

Freaohed at Highgate on the Opening of the National 

and Industrial Schools. 

By the Rev. H. W. BELLAIRS, 

H.M. Inspector of Schools. 

8yo, price 1b, 

THE PROTESTANT CATECHISM. 

Bt ths Bey. DAl^IEL BAGOT, Dsak op Dbomobe. 

12mo, price 6d, 

AN EXPOSITION OF 

THE FIEST SEYENTEEN CHAPTERS OF 
THE GOSPEL 

AOOOBDING TO ST. MATTHEW. 
Br THE Ebv. DANIEL BAGOT, B.D., Dean op Deomoeb. 

Boyal 8yo, cloth, price 7«. Gd* 



THE UNITY AM) COMPLETENESS 

OP THE 

CHURCH CATECHISM. 

By the Ret. NASH STEPHENSON, MA., 

Ineun^eni qf Shirley^ 
FBTBTTBD QK THIUBB BBOAD 8HSZT8. 

Price If. 6d, the set. 



THE 

ADULT LEAENER'S FIEST BOOK 

An easy Introduction to the Reading of the Holy Scriptures. 
BY A CLER8YMAII OF THE CHURCH OF ENSLANO. . 

12mo, price Sd, 



TftUiihed 1^ Groomliridge sad Sou. 



HOW TO FFENISH A HOUSE 

AND MAKE IT A HOME. 

WITH ILLUSTRATIONS. 

18mo> piioe 2*. 



MOEALITIES FOR HOME. 

By a. E. SAEaENT. 

ISmo, prioe 1», 

DOMESTIC HAPPINESS. 

HOME EDUCATION, POLITENESS, AND GOOD BREEDING. 

By Gt. B. SAEaENT. 

18mo, price Is. Gd. 

THE 

BEST METHOD OF DOING COMMON THINGS. 

Being Four Hundred Valuable Household Becipes, ^Practical 
Hints, and Directions. 

18mo, price Is, 

COTTAGE COOKERY. 

By ESTHER COPLEY. 

18mo, price 1«. 

A WOED TO PAEENTS, NUESES, AND 
TEACHEES. 

OK THE BEABINQ- AND HANAaSMEKT OF CBHiDBSK. 

By ESTHER COPLEY. 

18mo, price 1*. 



FAMILY EXPERIENCES & HOME SECRETS. 

By ESTHER COPLEY. 

18mo, price 1*. W. 



PuUiflhed ^7 Groombridge and Sons. 



THE ELEMENTAEY CATECHISMS 

FOR HOME AND SCHOOL. 

Sanitation the Means op Health. 18mo, 4id. 

GEOaSAFHY ; FiSST LESSONS. 18mo, 4d. 
Gabdenino. 18mo, 4>d, 
HiSTOBY OP England. ISmo, 4d, 
English Gbamicab. ISmo, 4d, 
Cottage Fabiong. 18mo, 4d. 
Domestic Economy. ISmo, Sd, 
. Bbitish Empibe. ISmo, 4id, 
Physical Geogbaphy. ISmo, Sd, 



PEACTICAL GEOMETET 

FOR SCHOOLS AND WORKMEN. 

By HOEACB grant, 

Aathor of "Aiiihmetio for Youne Children," "Bxerdses Ibr fhe 
Senaes, ' etc. 

12mo, doth, with Hiustratioius, price If. 6d. 



GILBEET'S GEOGEAPHY 

FOB FAMILIES AND SCHOOLS. 

In addition to the usual Miqps will be found BepresentationB of the Moun- 
tains and Waterfklls— principal Biyers—Lakea— Solar S^tem— the 
World as known at the Deluse and in the time of our Saviour— Pro- 
jections of Maps, etc., etc. Mao an Alphabetical Index of the Latitudes 
and iKmgitudeB of 2,100 places. 

12mo, coloured maps, price 3s. 6d, 



A CATECHISM 
ON THE MAP OF THE HOLT LAND, 

In connection with the principal Events in the Old Testament, 
and in the Life of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. 

Second Edition, 18mo, 4(2. 

OTHEB WORKS BY THE SAMX AVTHOB. 

The Festivals and Fasts. 18mo, 6d. 

Lessons on St. Paul's Tbayels. ISmo, 4k2. 

The Life op Abbaham. ISmo, 4d, 

Holy Baptism. ISmo, M, 

Plain Instbuctions pob Chtldben in Day Schools. 2d, 



PuUiihed liy Chroombridge and Soni* 



THE TEACHER'S MANUAL. 

FQB DTFANT SCHOOLS AND FBEFABATOSY CLASSES. 
By THOMAS UBBY TOUNa 

12ino, cloth, with Ulustrations, price 3«. 



SPELLING TAUGHT 

BY TRANSCRIBING AND DICTATION. 

In a series of Exercises especially adapted for home work, in 
connection with the instruction given in National, British, 
and other Elementary Schools. 

By EICHAED BITHBLL. 

18mo, price 4d. 



GROOMBRIDGE'S SHILLING ATLAS. 

TO ILLUSTRATE ALL eEOGBAPHIES. 

With Eight Maps, etc. 

Foolseap, price !«. 



THE CHILD'S MODERN ATLAS. 

With Descriptiye Letter-pressi 

Foolscap 4to, price 6s. 



OUTLINE MAPS. 

FOB JUNIOB OIiASSES ITSl SOHOOIiS. 

Foolscap 4to, price Is. 6dL 



WHY MUST WE EDUCATE THE WHOLE 

PEOPLE? 

AND WHAT PREVENTS OUR DOING IT? 

By IBS Bbt. BABHAM ZOSCKE. 

8to, pripe 1«. 



Published by Oroombrldge and Sons. 



SCHOOL TABLETS. 

By W. B. TEaETMEIER. 

Adapted for use in the largest Classes, or for reference when sus- 
pended on the walls of the School Boom, 
i. SpEomo Gravities. 
2. Temfebatdbes. 
8. Diagram of Thermoheteb. 

Printed on large sheets, price Is, the set. 



SEKIAL WOEKS. 

Published by Messrs. GEOOMBBIDGE AND SOITS. 

BANKBB.3* MAGAZINE. Journal of the Money Market 

and Commercial Digest. Monthly^ Is, 6d. 
BBITISH JOUBNAIi OP HOMCBOPATHT. Quarterly, 

&s. 
OHTTBCH. 'WABDEB and Domestic Magazine. Monthly, 2d. 
CIVIL ENGINEEB and Architect's Journal. Monthly, 2*. 
FAMILY ECONOMIST, and Entertaining Companion for 

Town and Country. Monthly, 2d. 
FABMEBS* HEBAIiD. A Journal of Practical Agriculture, 

Horticulture, and Bur^ Economy. Monthly, 3d. 
GABDENEBS' BEOOBD and Amateur Florists' Com* 

panion. Monthly, 4d. 
HOGG^ S INSTBIJOTOB. A Magazine of General Literature. 

Monthly, Is, 
NATTJBALIST. A Popular Monthly Magazine, illustrative 

of the Animal, Vegetable, and Mineral Kingdoms. 6d, 
PBBSBNT TESTIMONY. Quarterly, 1*. 6dJ. 



ALMANACS, DIARIES, AND YEAR BOOKS. 
BANKING ALMANAC. 8vo, 5«. 
ECONOMIC HOUSEKEEPING BOOK for Fifty-two 

Weeks. Oblong, 1*. 
GBOOMBBIDGE'S SEXLLING DIABY. 8yo, U 
BOLICITOBS* DIABY. 8vo, 2s, Gd^ 4*., and 5*. 
"WOBKING^MAN'S HOUSEKEEPING BOOK 6d, 



SCHOOL BOOKS AND MAPS. 

PnUiihed liy Anthoritr of the Commissionerf of Hational 
Education in Ireland. 



TITIiES OF THE BOOKS. 

FIBST BOOK OF LESSONS. ISmo, wrapper 

SECOND DITTO ISmo, doth 

SEQUEL TO DITTO No. 1, ISmo, doth 

DITTO DITTO No. 2, 18mo, doth 

THIRD BOOK OF LESSONS. 12ino, doth 

FOURTH DITTO 12mo, doth 

SUPPLEMENT TO THE FOURTH BOOK. 12mo, doth. 

FIFTH BOOK OF LESSONS. 12mo, doth. 

BEADING BOOK FOR FEMALE SCHOOLS. 12mo, doth. 

BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES OF BRITISH POETS. 12mo,doth. 

SELECTIONS FROM THE BRITISH POETS, Vol. 1. 12mo, doth. 

DITTO DITTO Vol. 2. 12iao, doth. 

INTRODUCTION TO THE ART OF READING. ISmo, doth. 

BPITOME OF GEOGRAPHY. 12mo, doth 

COMPENDIUM OF GEOGRAPHY. 18mo, doth 

ENGLISH GRAMMAR. I8mo, doth. 

KEY TO DITTO. 18mo, wrapper 

FIRST BOOK OF ARITHMETIC. 18mo, doth 

KEY TO DITTO. 18mo, doth 

ARITHMETIC IN THEORY AND PRACTICE. Umo, doth. 

KEY TO DITTO. 12mo, doth. 

ELEMENTS OF BOOKKEEPING. 12mo, doth. 

KEY TO DITTO. 12mo, ch)th. 

ELEMENTS OF GEOMETRY. 12mo, doth. 

MENSURATION, GAUGING, LAND SURVEYING. 12mo,doth. 

APPENDIX TO DITTO. 12mo, doth. 

SCRIPTURE LESSONS, OLD TESTAMENT. No. 1, 12mo, doth. 

DITTO DITTO No. 2, 12mo, doth. 

SCRIPTURE LESSONS, NEW TESTAMENT. No. 1, 12mo, doth. 

DITTO DITTO No. 2, 12mo, doth, 

SACRED POETRY. IBmo, wrapper. 

LESSONS ON THE TRUTH OF CHRISTIANITY. ISxno, boards. 

AGRICULTURAL CLASS BOOK. Ifeno, doth. 

FARM ACCOUNT BOOK. 4to, half-bound. 

TREATISE ON NEEDLEWORK. Small 4to, half-bonnd. 

TABLET LESSONS. ARITHMETIC. Sixty Sheets. 

DITTO DITTO Mounted on 30 Pasteboards. 

TABLET LESSONS, SPELLING A READING, 83 Sheets. 

DITTO DITTO Mounted on 17 Pasteboards. 

COPY LUTRQ, ALL THE GRADATIONS. Six Sheets. 

8GH00L-E00K MAPS» MOUNTED ON CANVAS ft ROLLEBS. 



Ft. In. Ft. In. 

World 6 8 by 8 6 

Europe 6 8 „ 4 4 

Asia 5 8 „ 4i 4 

Africa 4 4 „ 6 8 

America 4 4 „ 6 8 

England 4 4 ., 6 8 

Scotland 6 4 „ 6 8 



Ft. In. Ft. In. 

Ireland 4 4 by 5 8 

Australia 6 8 ,. 4 4 

Pacific Ocean 6 8 ., 4 4 

United States 6 8 „ 4 4 

Ancient World 6 8 .. 4 4 

Palestine 4 4 „ 6 8 

British Isles 7 4 .. 8 



Geological Map ofthe British Isles 4 4 „ 6 8 

LONDON: eSOOMBBIDGE & SONS, 5, PATEBNOSTEB-BOW. 

Twenty Tear$ AgenU to the Board qf Education. lAste qf Prieeeforwatded 
M» AppUeaUon, 

TkomM Harrild* Printsr, SilTor-Btree^ Falooiir«aaarc^ London. 
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